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ENCOMIUM ON BURNS. 



BY 

THE REV. JAMES NICOL. 

Hail, Burns ! wha can the heart engage 
Thoa shame an' glory o' our age ! 
Thy Strang, expressive, pictured page. 

While time remains, 
Shall melt with lo?e^ or fire with nige^ 

Hiy native swains. 



TOL.I* 



SCOTISH POEMS. 



PREFACE 

TO 

THE FIRST EDITIOIff 

PUBUSHKD AT KILMAaiNKK. 



Thb Allowing trifles are not the prodoctioii of 
the poet, who, with all the advantages of learned 
art, and, perhaps, amid the elegancies and idle^ 
Besses of upper life, looks down for a mral theme^ 
with an eye to Theocritus or Virgil. To the author 
of this, these and other celebrated' names,, their 
ooontrymen, are, at least in their original Ian- 
gnage, ' a fountain shot op, and a book sealed/ 
Unacquainted with the necessary requisites for 
commencing poet by nile, he slop the sentiments 
and manners he felt and saw in himself and hit 
rustic compeers around him, in his and their native 
language. Though a rhymer from his earliest 
year^ at least, from the earliest impulses of the 
softer passions, it was not tin very lately that the 
applause, perhaps the partiality, of fHendship^ 
wakened his vanity so fer as to make him think 
any thing of his worth showing; and none of the 
Allowing works were composed with a view to 
the press. To amuse himself with the little creap 
lionB of his own fancy, amid Uie toil and fetigiiea 
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of a laboriow life; to transcribe the Tarious feel* 
logs, the loves, the griefs, the hopes, the fears, in 
his own breast, to find some kind of counterpoise 
to the struggles of a world, always an alien scene, 
a task uncouth to Uie poetical mind — thet$e were 
his motives for courting the Muses, and in these he 
found poetry to be its own reward. 

Now that he appears in the public character of 
an author, he does it with fear and trembling. So 
dear ir fame to the rhyming tribe, that even he^ 
an obscure, nameless bard, shrinks aghast at the 
thought of being branded as — an impertinent 
blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world ; 
and, because he can make a shift to jingle a few 
doggerel Scotch rhymes together, looking npon 
himself as a poet of no small consequence, ibr< 
sooth 1 

It is. an observation of that celebrated poet, 
Shenstone, (whose divine Elegies do honour to oar 
language, our nation, and our species) that ' Hti- 
miKiy has depressed many a genius to a hermit, 
but never raised one to fame." If any critic 
catches at the word genhUi the author tells him 
once for all, that he certainly looks upon himself 
as possest of some poetic abilities, otherwise his 
publishing in the manner he has done, would be a 
manotnvre below the worst character, which, he 
hopes, his worst enemy will ever give him. Bat 
to the genios of a Ramsay, or the glorious dawn- 
ings of the poor, unfortunate Fergusson, he, vrith 
equal nnaffected sincerity, declares, that, even in 
his highest pulse of vanity, he has not the most 
distant pretensions. These two justly admired 
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Scotch poets he has ofteo had in hit eye in the 
following pieces ; hot rather with a view to kindle 
at their flame, than for servile imitation. 

To his Sobscribers, the antbor returns his most 
rincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a 
coonter, but the heart-throbbinf^ gratitade of the 
bard, conscious how mach he owes to benevolence 
and friendship, for gratifying <him, if be deserves it, 
in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom — to be 
distingaisbed. He begs bis readers, particularly 
the learned and the polite, who may honour him 
with a perusal, that they will make every allowance 
for education and circumstances of life j but, if 
after a iair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall 
stand convicted of dulness and nonsense, let him 
be done by as he would, in that case, do by others 
— ^lethim be condemned, without mercy, to con- 
tempt and oblivion. 



DEDICATION 

TO 

THE SECOND EDITION. 



TO.THS 

NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 

OF THE CALEDONIAN HUNT. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

A Scotish bard, proad of the namey and whose 
highest ambition is to sing in his connttys service^ 
where shall he so properly look for patronage as 
to the illastrions names of his native land *, those 
who bear the honours and inherit the virtues of 
theur ancestors ? The poetic genius of my countiy 
found me, as the prophetic bard Elijah did £li8h'a«- 
at the plough ; and threw her inspuiug mantle 
over me. She bade me sing the loves, the joys, the 
rural scenes and rural pleasures of my native soil, 
in my native tongue: I tuned my wild, artless 
notes, as she inspired. She whispered me to come 
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to tills ancient metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my 
songs under yom* honoured protection: I now 
obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do 
not approach yoa, my Lords and Gentlemen, in 
the nsnal style of dedication, to thank .yon for 
past fiivonrs; that path |is so hackneyed by pros- 
tituted leaqiing, that honest rusticity is ashamed 
of it. Nor do I present this address with the 
venal soul. of a servile author, looking for a con- 
tinuation of those favours: I was bred to the 
plough, and am independent I come to claim 
the common Scotiah name with you, my illustrious 
countrymen ; and to tell the world that I glory 
in the title. I come to congratulate my country, 
that the blood of her ancient heroes still runs un- 
contaminated ; and that from your courage, know- 
ledge, and public spirit, she may expect protection, 
wealth, and liberty. In the last place, I come to 
proffer my warmest wishes to the Great Fountain 
of honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for your 
wel&re and happiness. 

When you go forth to waken the Echoes, in the 
ancient and favourite amiisement of your fore- 
lathers, may Pleasure ever be of your party ; and 
may social Joy await your return ! when harassed 
in courts or camps with the jostlings of bad men 
and bad measures, may the honest consciousness 
of injured worth attend your return to your native 
seats; and may Domestic Happiness, with a smil- 
ing welcome, meet you at your gates ! May Cor- 
ruption shrink at your kindling indignant glance^ 
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and may tyranny in the Ruler, and lieentioasn«is 
in the People, equally find yon an inexorable 
foe I 

I have the honour to be, 

^ With the sincerest gratitude, 

and highest respect. 

My Lords and .Gentlemen, 

Your most devoted humble servant, 

ROBERT BCRNS. 

Bdlnlnirfb, 

April i, nm. 



SCOTISH POEMS. 



THE TWA DOGS, 

ATAUS. 



TwAS in that place o' Scotland's isle. 
That bears the Dame o' Auld King Coil, 
Upon a boDoie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the afteraoon, 
Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame, 
Forgathered ance npon a time. 

The first I'll name, they ca'd him CaBsar, 
Was keepit for his Honor's pleasnre : 
His hair, bis size, his month, his lugs, 
Show'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs, 
Bot whalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gai^ to fish fi>r Cod. 

His locked, letter'd, braw brass collar, 
Show'd him the gentleman and scholar; 
Bnt though he was o' high degree. 
The fient a pride, na pride had he ; 
But wad hae spent an honr caressin, 
Ev'd wi' a tinkler-gipsey's messin. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae dnddie, 
Bnt he wad stan't, as glad to see him, 
And stroiin't on stanes an' hillocks wi' bim« 
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The tither was a ploughman's collie^ 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him,* 
And in his freaks bad Luath ca'd him, 
After some dog in Highland sang ', 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an' faithful tyke. 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face, 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weei clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcie tsul, wi' upward curl, 
Hung o'er his hnrdies wi' a swirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither. 
An' unco pack an' thick thegither; 
Wi' social nose whyles snufPd and snowkit, 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit ; 
Whyles scour'd awa in lang excursion^ 
An' worry'd ither in diversion ; 
Until wi* daffin weary grown, 
Upon a knowe they sat them down. 
And there began a lang digression 
About the lords o' the creation. 

CSSAR. 

I've aften wonder'd, honest Lnatfa, 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have ; 
An' when the gentry's life J saw, 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked i^ents, 
His coalS; his kain, and a' his stents: 

* GachuUin's dog Ui Ossian'i FlDKal. 
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He rues when he likes himsel ; 

His flunkies answer at the bell : 

He ca's his coach, he ca's his bone ; 

He draws a bonnie silken purse, 

As tang's my tail, whare, thro' the steeks. 

The yellow lettered Geordie keeks. 

A.^.""®™ ^^ ®'®" **'• "<"«»"* but tolling. 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 

An? tho' the gentry first are stechin, 

Yet eVn the ha' folk fill their pecban 

Wi' sauce, ragouts, and sicklikc trasbtrie, 

Thaf s little short o' downright wastrie. 

Our whipper-in, wee blastit wonner. 

Poor worthl^ elf, it eats a dUiner^ 

Better than ony tenant man 

His honour has in a' the Ian' : 

Atf what poor cot-folk pit tlieir painch in, 

1 own it's past my compreh^nsioii. 

LUATH. 

IVowtb, Caesar, whyles they're iash't enoach- 
A cottar howkui in a sheugh, * 

Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke. 
Baring a quarry, and sicklike, 
Himself, a wife, he thus sastaios, 
A smytrie o' wee dnddie weans, 
An' nought but his ban' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an' rape. 

An' when they meet wi* sair disasters, 
like loss o' health, or want o' roasters, * 
Ye maist wad thmk, a wee touch ianger. 
An' they maun starve o' cauld and hunger- 
But, how it comes, I never ken'd yet, * 
They're maistly wonderfu' contented^ 

TOL. I. c 
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An' bairdly chiels, an* clever bizziet^ 
Are bred in sic a way as tbis is. 

CSSAR. 

Bat tben to see bow ye're negieckit. 
How buff*d, and caff 'd, and disrespeckit f 
L — d, man, our gentry care at little 
For delvers, ditchers, an' sic cattle ; 
They gang as sancy by poor folk, 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I've notic'd, on oar Laird's coort'day, 
An' inony a time my heart's been wae. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash. 
How they maan thole a factor's snash : 
He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear. 
He'll apprehend tliem, poind their gear ; 
While they maan stan', wi' aspect hamble, 
An' hear it a', an' fear an' tremble I 

I see how folk live that hae riches ; 
But surely poor folk maun be wretches P 

LUATH. 

They're nae sae wretcbed's ane wad thmk ; 
Tho' constantly on poortith's brink : 
They're sae accustom'd wi' the sights 
The view o't gies them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortnne are sae guided, 
They're ay in less or mair provided ; 
An' tho* fatign'd wi' close employment, 
A blink o* resf s a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o' their lives, 
Their grushie weans, an' faithtn' wives ; 
The prattling things are just their pride, 
I'hat sweetens a' their fire-side. 
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An' wh^es twilpenoie worth o* nqipy 
Can mak the bodies aaco happy ; 
They lay aside their priimte cares, 
To mind the kirk and state afiain : 
Theyll talk o' patronage and priests, 
Wi' kindling fiuy in their breasts, 
Or tell what new taxation's coaun. 
An' ferlie at the folk in Lon'on. 

As bleak-iac'd Hallowmass returns, 
They get the jovial, ranting kirns. 
When mral life, o' ev'ry station. 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Love blinks. Wit slaps, an' social Mirth^ 
Forgets there'ft Care npo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins, 
lliey bar the door on frosty winds; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantlmg ream. 
An* sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The Inntin pipe, an' snee^in mill, 
Are handed round wi' right gnid will ; 
The cantie anld folks craeldn croose. 
The yonng anes rantin thro' the hogse,i« 
My heart has been sae fiun to see tfaem^ 
That I for joy hae barkit wi* them. 

Still if s owre true that ye hae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable atodk 
O' decent, honest lawsont Iblk, 
Are riven out, baith root and branch, 
Some rascal's pridefii' greed to qnench^ 
Wha thinks to knit Umsel the ftster 
In fiivour wi' some gentle Master, 
Wha' aiblins, thrang a parllamentin, 
For Britam'B guid his sanl indentiiih** 
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CJUAR, 

Haitb, lad, ye little ken about it; 
< For BritaiD'8 goidP gnid iiuth! I doabt it- 
Say rather, gann as Premien lead him. 
An* sajring aye or no's they bid him: 
An' operas an* plays paracUog» 
Mortgaging, gambling, masqoerading: 
Or may be, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Cakus takes a waft. 
To make a tour, an' tak a whirl, 
To learn ban ton, an' see the worl*. 

There, at Vienna or Versailles, 
He riyes his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the roat, 
To thrum guitars, and feteh wi' nowt; 
Or down Italian Yista startles, 
"Wh-re-bunting among groves o' myrtles ! 
Then bouses drumly Ciemuui water. 
To mak himsel look fiiir and fatter. 
An' clear the consequential sorrows. 
Love-gifts of Camind signoras. 
* For Britain's gnid !' for her destruction ! 
Wi' dissipation, fend, an' faction. 

lUATH. 

Hecfa man ! dear sirs! is that the gate 
They waste sae mony a bniw estate! 
Are we sae foughten an* harass'd 
For gear to gang that gate at last ! 

O would they stay aback frae courts. 
An' please themseb wi* conntra sports. 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better. 
The laird, the tenant, an' the cotter I 
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fbr tbae fhuik, rantin, rambtin billief» 
Fleot haet o' them's ill-hearted feUowi; 
£zcept for breakin o' their timmer, 
Or speakio lightly o* their limmer, 
Or shootiD o' a hare or moor-cock, 
llie ne'er a bit they're ill to poor folk. 

Bat will ye tell me, Master C«sar, 
Sore great folks life's a life o' pleasure f 
Nae cauld nor hmiger e'er can steer theoi, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 

CJSSAR. 

L— -d, man, were ye but whyles wfaare I wm, 
Hie gentles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

If s imp, they need na starve or sweaty 
Thro' winter's caold, or simmer's heat ; 
TheyVe nae sair wark to craze their banei. 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes : 
Bnt haman bodies are sic fools, 
For a' their colleges and schools. 
That when nae roil ills perplex them, 
They make eoow themseis to vex them ; 
An' ay the leas they hae to start them. 
In like proportion less will hart them. 
A country fellow at the pleogfa, 
Mis acres tilfd he's right eneogh ; 
A country girl at her wheel. 
Her dinen's done, she's unco weel : 
But gentlemen, an' ladies warst, 
Wi' ev'ndown want o' wark are curst. 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy ; 
Their days insipid^ dull, an' tasteless : 
nights onquiet, lang, an' restless ^ 
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An' even their sports, their balls, an* 
Their galloping thro* public placet. 
There's sic parade, sic pomp, an* art, 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches. 
Then sowther a* in deep debatiches -, 
Ae night they're mad wi* drink an* wb-ring, 
Nietit day their life is past enduring. 
The ladies arm-in-arm in clusters. 
As great and gracious a* as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thoughts o* ither, 
They're a' run deils an* jads thegither. 
Wliyles, o'er the wee bit cup an' platie^ 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi* crabbit ieuks 
I^ore owre the devil's pictur'd beaks; 
Stake on a chance a fiumer's stackyard^ 
An' cheat like onie unfaang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an* vronuui ; 
But this is gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloaming brought the night: 
The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan ; 
When up they gat, and shook their InSPy 
Rejoic'd they were na men but dogs; 
An' each took aff his several way^ 
Resolv'd to meet some ithcr day. 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 



eie him stFODg drink, iiDtll he wink, 

That's MnkiDg in despair ; 
An' liquor gnid to fire bl« blnid, 

Thafa presl wi' grief an' care; 
There let hioi bouse, an* deep caroase, 

Wi* bumpers flowing o'er. 
Till be forgets his loves or debts. 

An' minds bis griefs no more. 

Solomon's Prooerht, xxxl. 6. 1. 



Let other poets nuse a fracas 

'fioot Tioesy an' wines, aa' drunken Bacchus, 

An' crabbit names an* stories wrack ns, 

An' grate our lug, 
I smg the juice Scots bear can auk us. 

In glass or jog, 

thou, my Muse! guid «old Scotch drink: 
Whether thro' vrimpliog worms thou jink. 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brmk, ' 

In glorious faem, 
Inspire me, till I hsp and wink, 

To sing thy name! 

Let husky wheat the hangbs adorn, 
Aq' aits set up their awnie horn. 
An' pease and beans at e'en or mom, 

Periiime the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou king o' grain I 
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On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 
In souple scones, the wale o'foodl 
Or tamblin in the boUing flood 

Wi' kail an' beef; 
Bot when tlion pours thy strong heart's bloody 

There thou shines chief. 

Food fills the wame, an' keeps ns livin -, 
Tho* life's a gift no worth nnieivin, 
When heavy dragg'd wi' pine an' grievin ; 

Bot> oil'd by thee, 
The wheels o' life gae down-hill, scrievkiy 

M/'i' rdttlin glee. 

Thou clears the head o' doited Lear; 
Thou cheers the heart o' droopuig Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Labor sair, 

At's weary toil; 
Thou even brightens dark Despaur 

Wi' gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad in massy siller weed, 
Wi' gentles thou erects thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need. 

The poor man's wine, 
His wee drap panitch, or his bread. 

Thou kitchens line. 

Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 
But thee, what were our lairs and rants? 
£v'n godly meetings o' the sannts, 

By tiiee inspir'd, 
When gaping they besiege the tents. 

Are doubly fir'd. 
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Hiat meny night we get the com in, 
sweetly then thou reams the horn in! 
Or reekin on a new-year morning 

In cog or bicker. 
An* Jost a wee drap sp'ritual bom in. 

An' gos^ sucker ! 

When Vnlcan gies his bellows breathy 
An' plonglunen gather wi' their graith^ 
nure ! to see thee 6za an freath 

r th'lugget canp! 
Then Bamewin ' comes on like death 

At cT'ry chaup. 

Nae mercy, then, for aun or steel ; 
The braMrnie, bainici ploughman chiel, 
Bringi hard owrehip, wi* sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehammer^ 
nil block an' studdie ring an' reel 

WV dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin weanies see the light. 
Thou maks the gossips clatter briglit, 
How fumblin coift their dearies slight; 

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night. 

Or pk&ck frae them. 

When neebors anger at a plea, 
An' just as wnd as wud can be, 
How easy can the barley-bree 

Cement the qoarrel! 
It's aye the cheapest kiwyer*s fee, 

To taste the barrel. 

* Bum€min^imm4h€^nd^tht Blacktmitta. 
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Alake I that e'er my Mose has reafon 
To wyte h^r coontrymen wi' treasoD! 
Bat monie daily weet their weasmi 

Wi* liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's season, 

£'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, boming trash I 
Fell soarce o' monie a pain an' brash f 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, dmnken hash, 

O' half his days ; 
An' sends, beside, anld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots, wha wish aold Scotland well! 
Ye chief, to yon my tale I tell, 
Poor placklesB devils like mysel ! 

It sets yoo ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthlu' wines to mell. 

Or foreign gilL 

May gravels round Ins blather wrench. 
An' goats torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gmntle wi* a glanch 

O' soar disdain. 
Out owre a glass o* vfhuky punch 

Wi' honest men* 

O whisky ! soul o' plays an' pranks 1 
Accept a bardie's humble thanks ! 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses 1 
Thou comes— they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's a — s! 
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Thee, Ferintofth 1 O sadly lost! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 
Now colic grips, an* barkin hoast, 

May kill us a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' chartered boast 

Ista'enawa! 

Tbae curst bor8e4eeches o' th' Excise, 
Wha mak the whisky stells their prize ! 
Haud up thy ban*, Deil ! ance, twice, thrice! 

There, seize the blinkers! 
An' bake them up in bmnstane pies 

For poor d—n'd drinkers. 

Fortune ! if thon'II but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an* whisky gill^ 
An' rowth o* rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak' a' the rest, 
An* deal't abont ai thy blind skill 

Ditecti thee best. 
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THE author's 

EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER » 

TTO THE SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES IN THE HOUSE 

OF COMUONS. 



Devest of dwtillatlon ! lut and l>ett!- 
How art thou lost ! 



Parody en MiUon, 



Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires 
Wha represent our brnghs an' shires. 
An' doucely manage oar vSun 

In parliament. 
To you a simple poet's prayers 

Are hmnbly sent 

Alas ! my ronpet Muse is hearse I 

Your honours heart wi' grief 'twad pierce. 

To see her sitdn on her a — 

Low i' the dust, 
An' scriecliin out prosaic verse, 

An' like to brust ! 

> This was written before tbe actanent the Scotch Dtetil. 
lerieii, of session 1780. 
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Tell them wha hae the chief directioDy 
Scotland an' me's in great affliction. 
E'er sin' they laid that corst restriction 

On aqoavitae ; 
An' roose them np to strong conviction^ 

An* move their pily. 

Stand forth, an' tdl yon Premier* Yonth^ 

The honest, open, naked truth : 

Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drontb. 

His- servants hamUe : 
The mnckle devil bfaiw ye sooth, 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glnnch an' gloom? 
Speak oat, an' never iash your thumb \ 
Let posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'era : 
If honestly they canna come. 

Far better want 'em* 

In gath'rin votes you were na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'er claw your log, an' fidge your back^ 

An' hum an' haw ; 
Bat raise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her tbrissle ^ 
Her mutcbkin stoap as toom's a whissle : 
An' d — n'd excisemen in a bussle, 

Seizin a stell, 
Triumphant crushin't like a mussel 

Or hunpit shell. 
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Tben on the tither hand present her, 
A blackguard smaggler right behint her. 
An' cheek-for-^oW) a chnffie vintner, 

CoUeagaingjoin, 
Picking her poncb as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name o* Scot, 
Bat feels his heart's binid rising hot, 
To see his poor anld mither's pot 

Thus dong in staves, 
An* plnnder'd o' her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves? 

Alas ! Vm bat a nameless wight, 

Trode i' the mire out o' sight ! 

But could I like Montgomeries fight, 

Or gab like Boswell ; 
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tight. 

An' tie some hose well. 

God bless yoor honours, can ye see't, 
The kind, auld, cantic carlin greet. 
An' no get warmly to your feet. 

An' gar them hear it, 
An' tell them wi' a patriot heat, 

Ve winna bear it! 

Some o' you nicely ken the laws. 
To round the period, an' pause. 
An' wi' rhetoric dause on clanse 

To mak harangues ; 
Then echo thro' saiut Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangt. 
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Dempster, a trne blae Scot Tse warran ; 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Ktlkerran^} 
An' that gUb-gabbet HighlaDd BaroD, 

The Laird o* Graham ^; 
An* ane, a chap that's d — n'd auldfarran^ 

Dandas his name. 

Erskine, a spuokie Norland biUie ; 
Tree Campbells, Frederic an' Ilay ; 
An' Livingstone, the bauld Sir Willie ; 

An' monie ithers, 
Whom aald Demosthenes or TuUy 

Might own for brithers. 

Thee, sodga Hngfa ', my watchman stented. 

If bardies e'er are represented ; 

I ken if that your sword were wanted, 

Ye'd lend your hand, 
But when there's ought to say anent it, 

Ye're at a stand. 

Aronse, my boys ! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 
Or fkitb ! I'll wad my new pleugb-pettle, 

Ye'll see't, or lang. 
She'll teach you, wP a reekin whittle, 

Anltlier sang. 

This while she's been in crankous mood, 
Her lost militia fir'd her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair no guid, 

Play'd her that pliskie !) 
An' now she's like to rin red-wud 

About her whisky. 

* Sir Adam Ferco^on. ' The Dik« o£ Hontrose. 

* Earl of EgUatoiui, tben CoImmI M^AlfMnery, aad reprt>- 
•eatative for Ayrshire. 
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An' L— d, if aoce tliey pit her till't. 
Her tartan petticoat she'U kilt. 
An* durk an' pistol at tier belt. 

She'll tak the streets. 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

rth' first she meets I 

For G-— d sake, sirs ! then speak her iaur, 
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair. 
An' to the mockJe house repair, 

Wi' instant speed. 
An' strive, wi' a' yonr wit and lear, 

To get remead. 

Yon ill-tongn'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May tannt yon wi' his jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks I 

£'en cowe the caddie f 
An' send him to hisjdicmg box 

An' sportm lady. 

Tell yon gnid blnid o' anld Boconnock's 

I'll be his debt twa mashlnm bonnocks. 

An' drink his health in anld Nanse Unnock'^ ^ 

Nine times a-week. 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks^ 

Wad kindly seek* 

Could he some commutation broach, 
I'll pled^re my aith in fpiid braid Scotch^ 
He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor enidition, 
Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch. 

The Coalition. 

^ A wortby old hostess of the antbor'k In MaiichHn«v where 
be sometinies studied politics over a gisst of cudc aivM 
Scotch drink. 
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Auld Scotbnd has a raocle tongac ; 
She'ii jost a devil wi' a rung; 
An* if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tbo' by the neck she shonld be strung. 

She'll no desert. 

An' now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty, 
May still your Mither*s heart support ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty. 

An' kick your place> 
Yellanap your fingers, poor an' hearty. 

Before his face. 

God bless yoor honours a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o* kail and brats o' ciatse, 
In spite o^ a' the thievish kaes, 

That haunt St. Jamie*s! 
Your humble poet auigs an' prays 

While Kab his name is. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Let balfstarv'd slaves in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich clustering, rise ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 

Bot blytlie and frisky, 
She eyes her fireeborn, martial boys 

Tak afif their whisky 
vol. I. i> 
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What tho' their Plnebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beanty Gfaarms ! 
l¥hen wretches rangfi,. in iamish'd swarms, 

Tlie scented groves. 
Or honnded forth, disbononr arms 

. In hungry droves. 

Theur gnn*s a biirden on their shontber ; 
They downa bide the stink o* powther ; 
Tlieir banldest thought's a hankering swither 

To Stan* or rin, 
Till skelp— a shot — they're aff, a* throwther, 

To save tiieir skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill, 
Clap m his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal Geoige's will. 

An' there's the foe, 
H^ has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a bk>w. 

Nae cauld, iaint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye he sees him ; 
1^' blnidy hand a weloone gies him ; 

An' when he ia's, 
His hitest draught o' breathin iea'es him 

In faint hnzau. 

Sages their solemn een may steek, 
An' raise a philosophic reek, 
An' physically causes seek, 

In clime and season ; 
But tell me whisky's name in Greek, 

I'll teU the reason. 
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Scotland, my anld, respected mither ! 

Tho' whiles ye moistify your leather, 

2111 whare ye sit, on craps o' heatho*, * 

Ye tine your dam; 
Freedom and whisky gang thegitherl 

Tak aff yonr dram ! 
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THE HOLY FAIR '. 



A n»lw 9i aecmiof troth and trast 

Hid crafty Observation; 
And secret hung, with poiaon'd cmst. 

The dirk of Defiunation: 
A mask, that like the gorget show d. 

Dye-varying on the pigeon; 
And for a mantle large and broad. 

He wrapt him in Religion. 

SypocrUy a4a mode. 



Upon a siiiimer Sanday moni| 

When Nature's face U fair, 
I walk'd forth to view the com^ 

An' snuff the caller air, 
The rising son owre Galston muirsy 

Wi' glorious light was glintin ; 
The hares were hurplin down the fors. 

The lav'rocks they were cfaantin 

Fu' sweet that day. 

As lightsomely I glowr'd abroad, 

To see a scene sae gay. 
Three hizzies, early at the road. 

Cam skelpin up the way ; 
Twa had mantec^les o* dol^' black, 

But ane wi' lyard lining; 
The third, that gaed a-wee a-back, 

Was in the fashion shining. 

Fa' gay that day. 

1 Holy feir is a common phrase ia the West of Scothud 
tot a sacramental occasion, 
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The twa appeared like sisters twin, 

In feature, form an' daesi 
Their visage, wither*!!, lapg an' thin, 

An' soar as ony slaes: 
The third cam np, hap-step-anMowp, 

As light as ony lambie, 
Ai^ wl' a cnrchie low did stoop, 

As soon as e'er she saw me. 

Fa' kind that day. 

Wi' bonnet aff, qnoth I, < Sweet lass, 

I think ye seem to ken me; 
I'm snre I've see that bonnie face, 

Bat yet I canna name ye.' 
Qao' she, an' langhin as she spak. 

An' taks me by the hands, 

* Ye, for my sake, hae gi'en the feck 

Of a' the ten commands 

A screed some day. 

* My name is Fun — yonr cronie dear^ 

Tbte nearest friend ye hae; 
An' this is Superstition here^ 

An' that's Hypocrisy, 
I'm gaun to ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ Holy Fair, 

To spend an hoar in daffin : 
Gm ye'U go there, yon ruokl'd pair. 

We will get fiimoos laughin 

At them this day.' 

Qaoth I, < With a' my heart, I'll do't ; 

I'll get my Sunday's sark on, 
An' meet you on the holy spot ; 

Faith we'sa hae fine remarkin V 
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Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time, 

An' soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi' monie a wearie body, 

In droves that day. 

Here farmers gash, in ridin graith 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swankies yonngt in braw braid-claith 

Are springin o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin barefit, tfarang. 

In silks an' scarlets glitter; 
Wi' sweet-milk cheese, in monie a whangs 

An' farls bak'd wi' butter 

Fu' crump tbntiiday- 

___ ' * ■ ■ 

When by the plate we set our nosei 

Weel heaped up wi' ha'petace, 
A greedy glowr Black-Bonnet throws. 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show, 

On ey'ry side they're gathrin. 
Some carrying dales, some chairs an* stools^ 

An' some are busy blethrin 

Eight loud that day. 

Here stands a shed to fend the show'n. 

An' screen our countra gentry, 
There, racer Jess, an' twa-three wh — res, 

Are blinkin at th6 entry. 
Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 

Wi' heaving breast and bare neck, 
An' there a batch o' wabster lads, 

Blackguarding irae Kilmarnock 

For fnn this day. 
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Here some are thinkin en their auu^ 

An' some apo' tfa«»r ctaes; 
Ane curses feet tbat fyl'd lus ihinSy 

Anither sighs an' prays : 
On this hand sits a chasen swatch, 

Wi' screwed up giace-proud &cef ; 
On that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

O happy is that man an' blest! 

Nae wonder .that it pride him! 
Wha's ain dear lass, that he likes best. 

Comes clinkin down beside him I 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back, 

He sweetly does compose him; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An's loof upon her bosom 

Unkend that day. 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation ; 
For •♦•♦♦• gpeels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o' d-mn-t — n. 
Should Homie, as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o' G^ — present him, 
The vera sight o' •♦♦♦♦•§ face, 

To's ain het hame had sent him 

Wi' fdgbt that day. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He's stampin an' he's jiimpin I 
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His lengthen'd chhi^ bis tnni'dHip snon^ 
Hu eldritch sqneel and gestDres, 

O how they fire the heart devoat» 
Like cantharidian plasten^ 

On sic a day! 

Bat, hark! the tent has chang'd its voice;. 

There's peace an' rest nae langer: 
For a' the real judges rise> 

They caaua sit for aoger. 
• • • • • opens out his cauld harangnesy 

On practice and on morals; 
An* aff the Godly pour in thraogs. 

To gie the jars an* harrels 

A lift that day» 

What rignifies his barren shioe^ 

Of moral pow'rs and reason ? 
His English style, an* gesture ^e, 

Are a* clean out o* season. 
Uke Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some anld pagan heathen. 
The moral man he does define. 

But ne'er a word o* fiiith in 

Thats right that day.. 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison*d nostrum ; 
For **♦♦♦•*, frae the water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G — , 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it, 
While Common Sense has ta'en the road^ 

An' aff, an' up the Cowgate *, 

Fast, fast, that day. 

' A ttreet m called, which ftcet the tent in — 
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Wee ••••^met8,tlleglnrdrelievety 

An' Orthodoxy raiblea, 
Tho* in his heart he weel believes^ 

An' thinks it au^d wives' fiibies : 
Bat, fiuth the birkie wants a mansey 

So, canniiy he hnms them ; 
Altfao' his carnal wit an' sense 

like hafflins-ways o'ercomes him 

At times that day. 

Now batt an' ben, the Change-honse filb» 

Wi' yill-canp tommentators : 
Here's ciying out for bakes and gills, 

An' there the pint stowp clatters ; 
While thick an' tiirang, an' lend an' lauf , 

Wi* logic, an' wi* scriptore, 
lliey raise a din, that, in the end, 

Is like to breed a mptore 

O' wrath that day. 

Leeie me on drink! it gles ns mair 

Than either school or college : 
It kindles wit« it waokens lair. 

It pangs ns fon o' knowledge. 
Bet whisky gill, or penny wheep^ 

Or ony stronger potion, 
It never fails, on drinking deep^ 

To kittle op our notion 

By night or day. 

The lads an' lasses, blythely bent 

To mind baith soul an' body. 
Sit roond the table, weel content,, • 

AnT steer aboot the toddy. 
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On this ane'8 dressi an* that ane's leuk. 
They're making observatioDs ; 

While some are couae i' the netik, 
An' formin assignations 

To meet some day. 

Bat now the L— d's ain trampet touts. 

Till a' the hills are rairin, 
An' echoes back retam the shouts; 
Black •♦•••♦ isna spairin': 
His piercing words, like highlan swqrdsy 

Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
His talk o' h-U, where devib dweli^ 

Our vera sauls does harrow ^ 

Wi' fright that day. 

A vast, unbottom'd, boundless pity 

Fill'd fou o' lowin brunstane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchin heat. 

Wad melt the hai*dest whun-stane ! 
The half asleep start up wi' fear, 

An' think they hear it roarin, 
When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neebor snoria 

Asleep that day. 

Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 

How monie stories past, 
An' how they cronded to the yiU, 

When they were a' dismist: 
How drink gaed round, in cogs and caups^ 

Amang the fiirms an' benches; 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps. 

Was dealt about in lunches. 

An' dawds that day. 

s Sbaktpeare's Hamlet. 
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In comes a gaacie, gash guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
SjHie draws her kebback an* her koUe, 

The kisses they are shyer. 
Hie anld gnidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother, 
Till some ane by his bonnet ktys. 

An' gi'es thenl't like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass, 

Or lasses that l^e oaetbing! 
Sma' need has he to say a grace, 

Or melvie his braw daithibg ! 
O wives, be mindiii,' ance yourself 

How bonie lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna, for a kebba€k<4ieel. 

Let lasses be affi-onted 

On sic a day! 

Now Clinknmbell, wP ratttin tow, 

Begins to jow an' croon ; 
Some swagger home, the best they dow. 

Some wait th^ afternoon. 
At ships the billies halt a blink, 

Till hisses strip their shoon : 
Wi' faith and hope, an' love an' drink, 

They're a' in fiimons tune. 

For crack that day. 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O* sumers and o* lasses! 
Their hearts o' stane gin night are gane. 

As saft as ony flesh is. 
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There's some are fon o' love divine ; 

There's some are fon o* brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin. 

May end in honghmagandie 

Some ither day. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 

A TRUE STORY. 

Some books are lies free end to end, 
And some great ties were never penn'd : 
Ev'n ministers they hae been kenn'd. 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing wbid, at times, to vend, 

And nail't m* scriptnre. 

But this that I am gann to tell, 
Which lately on a night befel, 
Js just as tme's the deil's in h-ll 

Or Dubtin city : 
That e'er he nearer eomes oursel 

'S a mnckle pity. 

The clachan yill had made me canty, 

I was na fou, but just had plenty ; 

I stacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditches ; 
An* hillocks, stanes, an* bushes, kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaisti an* witchea. 
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The risiiig mooo began to gh>wr 
The distant Cumnock hills out<-owre : 
To count her horns, wi* a' my pow^, 

I set mysel ; 
Bat whether she had three or four, 

I cott'd na teU. 

I was come round about the hill. 
And todlin down on WUlie*8 miUy 
Settmg my staff wi* a* my skill, 

To keep me sicker ; 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' something did forgather, 
That put me in an eerie swither ; 
An awiii* scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 
r Clear-dangling, hang ; 

A three-tae'd leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its stature seem'd lang Scotch ells twa. 
The queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For fient a wame it had ava ; 

And then its shanks, 
They were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks. 

' Guid-een,' qno' I \ < Friend ! hae ye been mawm^ 
When ither folk are busy sawin '?' 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stao', 

But naetbing spak ; 
At length, says I, < Friend, wbare ye gaun, 

Willyegobaxrke' 

^ This rencoouter happened in teed-time, iTad. 
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It spak right howe,—' My name is Death, 
Bat be pa' fley'd/^^uoth I, < Goid (aitb» 
Ye're may be. come to stap my breathy 

Battent mebillie; 
I red ye weel, tak care o' skaith. 

See there's a gnily !' 

* Gudeman,* quo' lie, ' pat op your whitfle, 
I'm no designed to try its mettle ; 

Bat if I did, I wad be kittle 

To be misiear'd, 

I wad na mind It, no that spittle 

Oot-owre my beard.' 

* Weel, wee! ! (says I) a bargain be't; 
Come, gies your hand, an' sae we're gree't ; 
We'll ease oar shanks an' tak a seat, 

Come, gies yonr news ; 
This while ^ ye hae been mony a gate 

At mony a honse.* 

* Ay, ay !' quo* he, an' shook his head, 
< It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 
Sin I began to nick Uie thread. 

An' choke the breath: 
Folk maun do something for their bread. 

An' sae maun Death. 

^ Sax thousand years are near hand fled 
Sin' I was to the hutching bred, 



* An epidemical ftrer wu tbea raging in that country. 
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An* mony a scheme m vain's been laid. 

To stap or scar me ; 
Till ane Hornbook's ^ ta*en ap the trade. 

An' faith, he'll waur me. 

*■ Ye ken Jack Hornbook i' the Clachan, 
Deil niak his king's-hood in a spleachan 1 
He's grown sae well acquaint wi' Buchan ^ 

An' ither chaps. 
The weans baud ont their fingers laughin 

And pouk my hips. 

< See, berets a scythe, and there's a dart, 
They hae pierc'd mony a gallant heart ; 
But Doctor Hornbook, wi' his art 

And carsed skill, 
Has made them baith no worth a f—t, 

Damn'd haet they'll kill. 

' 'Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen, 

I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less, I'm sure, I've hundred's slain ; 

But deil-ma-care, 
It jost playd dirl on the bane. 

But did nae mair. 

' Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 
And had sae fortified the part, . 
That when I looked to my dart, 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

Of a kail-runt. 

' TbiB glentleman. Dr. Hornbook, was, professionally, i 
brother of the sovereif n Ord^r of the Ferula : but, by in- 
tnition ahd inspiraiion, an apothecary, taracon, and pby- 
aician. 

* Buchan't DomeiUc Medicine; 
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^ I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 
I nearhand cowpit wi' my hnrryy 
But yet the iMiild apothecary 

Withstood the shock ^ 
I might as weel hae try*d a quarry 

O* hard whin rock. 

* Ev'n them he canna get attended. 
Altbo' their lace be ne'er bad kend it, 
Just ' in a kaii-blade, and send it, 

As soon be smeUs't, 
Baith their disease, and what will mend it. 

At once he telis*t. 

* And then a doctor's saws and whittles, 
Of a' dimensions, shapes, -an' mettles, 

A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 

Hc*s sore to hae -, 

Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As ABC. 

• 

* Calces o' fossils, earth, and trees; 

True Sal-marinom o' the seas ; 
The Farina of beans and pease, 

He has't in plenty ; 
Aqua4bntis, whst you please. 

He can content ye. 

* Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 
Urinus Spiritus of capons ; 

Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

Distill'd /)£rse; 

M-alkali o' Midge-tail-clippings, 

And mony mae. 



* Waes me ibr Johnny Ged*8 Hole ' now ;' 
Qqo' I, * If that the news be true 1 

His braw calf<ward wbare i^owaos grew, 

8ae white and bonic, 

Nae doubt they'll ri?e it wi' the plew ; 

They'll ruin Johnier 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh, 
And says, * Ye need na yoke the pleugh, 
Kirkyards will soon be titrd eneugh, 

Tak ye nae fear : 
They'll a' be trench'd wi' mooy a sheugh 

In twa-three year. 

' Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae death, 
By loss o' blood or want o' breath, 
This night I'm free to tal^ my aith, 

That Hornbook's skill 
Has clad k score i' their last claith, 

By drap an' pill. 

* An honest wabster to his trade, 

Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce weel bftd, 
Gat tippence-worth to mend herhead. 

When it was sair ; 
The wife slade cannie to her bed, 

But ne'er spak mair. 

« 

* A aonntra laird had ta'en the batts, 
Or some curmurring in his guts, 

His only ton for Hornbook sets, 

An' pays him well. 

The lad, for twa guid |e;immer-pets, 

Was laird hinisel. 

' The frave-diftger. 
YOU I. ' K 
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* A bonie lass, ye kend her name, 

Some ill-brewn drink bad hov'd her wame } 
She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

In Hornbook's care i 
Horn sent her aff to her lon^ hame, 

To hide it there. 

* That's just a swatch o' Hornbook's way ; 
Thus goes he on from day to day, 

Thus does he poison, kill, an* slay, 

An's weel paid for't } 

Yet stops me o* my lawfu' prey, 

Wi' liis d-mn'd dirt; 

"< But, hark! I'll tell you of a plot, 
Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't -, 
rn nail the self-conceited sot, 

As dead's a herrin : 
Niest time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 

He gets his fairin !^ 

But just as he began to tell» 

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Which rais'd us baith: 
I took the way that pleas'd mysel. 

And sae did Death. 
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THB 

BRIGS OF AYR. 

INSCRIBED TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ. 
BANKER IN AYR. 

Tbe umple bard, rough at the mstic plough) 
liearoing his tancful trade from every booghj 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow throsh, 
Hailing the setting ran, sweet, in the green thofn 

bnsh; 
The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill, 
Or deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild-whistling o'er the 

hiU; 
Shall he, narst in the peasant's lowly shed, 
To hardy independence bravefy bred, 
By early poverty to hardship steel'd. 
And train'd to arms in stern misfortuBe*s field, 
Shall he be gnilty of their hirelmg crimes, 
The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes? 
Or labour hard the panegyric close. 
With all the venal soul of dedicatmg prose f 
No! though his artless strains he rudely sings. 
And throws his hand nncouthly o'er the strings, 
He glows with all tlie spirit of the bard, 
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward. 
Still, if some patron's generous care he trace, 
Skill'd in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 
When Ballantine befriends his humble name, 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame. 
With heartfelt throes his grateiiil bosom swells, 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 



} 



Twas when the stacks get on their wioter-fatp, 
And thack and rape secure the toU-woni crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are snugged np ira skaith 
Of coming Winter's Inting, frosty breath ; 
The bees, rejoicing o'ier their summer toils, 
XJnnumber'd bads an^ flowen* deliciow spoib, 
Seard up with frugal care in massive waxen piles. 
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the weak, 
The death o' devils smoor'd wi* brimsteibe reek : 
The thnndering guns are heard on every Mt, 
Tlie woonded coveys, reding, aeatter wide ; 
The ieather'd Held-mates, bound by Nature's tie^ 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
{What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds^ 
And ^[ecrates man's savage, mtUess deeds!) 
Nae mair the tlow'r in field or meadow springs; 
Nae mair the grove with airy conrert rings, 
Except perhaps tlieroMn's whistling ^e>, 
Proud o* the height & some bit half^hMg tree : 
The hoary noms precede the sonny days, % 

Mild, cahn, serene, wide^prends the noon-tide f 

blam, ["^^'i 

While thick the gossamer waves wanton in the J 
'Twas in th a t season, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, «nrplielty% reward, 
Ae night, withbiihe aneieBt bnigb of Ayr^ 
By whom inspired, or haply prest wi* care, 
He left his bed, and took his wayward roift, 
And down by Sinpson's ' wheefd the Miilboiii: 
(Whether impell'd by all-directfaig Fale, 
To witness what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditatioii high. 
He wandered oat he knew not where nor why ;) 

> A noted Uvem at the Avid Brie end. 
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The drowi^ DungMm-olock^ had nnnber'd t«o^ 
And Wattaee Tower * had sworn the fiust was true : 
The tide-6Woln Firth, with sullen sounding roar, 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along the shore : 
AU e)se«was hosb'd as Nature's dosed e'e ; 
The siteot moon abone high o'er tower and tree : 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam> 
Crept, gently-crusting, o'er the glittering etream. 

When, lo! on either hand the listening bard^ 
The clangiiig sugh of whistling wings is heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air, 
Swift as the gos ^ drives on ttie wheeling air. 
Ane on the' Auld Brig his airy shape uprean 
Hie ither flatters o'er the rising pien : 
Our ivaclock rhymer instantly descry'd 
"rhe spntes that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside* 
(That bards are secondrsjghted is nae joke^ 
And ken the Ungo of the sp'ritval folk ; 
Faysy spnnkiesy kelpies, a', they can explaui then^ 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
Anl4 Wg appear'd of ancient Pictish race, 
llie very wrinkles Gothic in his fiice: 
He seem'd as he wi' Time had warstl'd lang. 
Yet teugbly donre, he bade an nnco bang. 
New Brig was boi^it in a braw new coat, 
That be, at Xion'on, firae ane Adams, got ; 
In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead^ 
Wi' virls and whirlygigoms at the bead. 
The Goth was stalking round witb anxious. teaitlv 
Spying the time-worn flaws in every arch; 
It chanc'd his new-come neebor took bis e'e^ 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had be ! 

* The two steeples. 

* TIM g»8*luwrk, or €Umb. 
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Wi' thie^elefls sneer to see his modish mien, 
He, down the water, gies him this gaideen:— 

AULD BItlG. 

I doubt na, frien', yell think y'ere nae sheep-shank, 
Ance ye were streekit o*er frae bank to bank ! 
But gin ye be a Brig as auld as me. 
Though faith that day, I doubt, ye'll never see ; 
There'll be, if that date come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle. 

NEW BRIG. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, 
Just much abont it wi' yonr scanty sense ; 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street, 
%Vhere twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet,, 
Your ruin'd, formless balk, o* stane an' lime, 
Compare wi' bonie Brigs o' modem time? 
There's men o' taste won'd tak the Ducat-stream \ 
Though they should cast the vera sark and swim. 
Ere they would grate their feeUngs wi* the view 
Of sic an ugly, Gothic hulk, as you. 

AULD BRIG. 

Conceited gowk! pnff'd up wi' windy pride! 
This mony a year I've stood the flood an' tide;, 
And though wi' crazy eild I'm sair foHairn, 
I'll be a Brig, when ye're a shapeless cairn f 
As yet ye little ken about the matter. 
Bat twa*three winters will inform ye better. 
When heavy, dark, continued, a'-day rains, 
Wi' deepening delnges overflow the plains ;. - 

* A nottd f«f<ljntt abov« tkc Aald Brii« 
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When from the hilb where sfiiriogs the brawling CoU« 
Or stately Lngar's mossy fountains boil, 
Or where the Greenock wind9 his moorland conrsey 
Or haunted Garpal ' draws his feeble source, 
Arons'd by blistering winds an' spotting thowes, 
In mony a torrent down his sna-broo rowes ; 
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat* 
Sweep dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a* to the gate ; 
And from Glenbnck ^, down to the Ratton-key % 
Aold Ayr is just one lengthened, tumbling sea ; 
Then down ye'll hurl, diel nor ye never rise ! 
And dash the gumlie janps np to the pouring skies* 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 
That Architecture's noble art ii lost I 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say't o't! 
The L — d be thankit that we^ve tint the gate o't { 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-allnring editices, 
Hanging with threatening jut, like precipices ; 
O'er arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves, 
Supporting roofi fantastic, stony groves : 
Windows and doors, in nameless sculpture drest, 
With order, symmetry, or state unblest; 
Forms like some bedlam statuary's dream. 
The cra^d creations of misguided whim ; 
Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended knee. 
And still the second dread command be free. 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or 



nee, '^ 
sea,) 



' The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few places in 
tbe West of Scotland, where those fancy-scarins beiiiKs, 
known by the name of Ghaists, still continue pertiaacioubly 
to intafiblt 

• The soorce of the river Ayr. 

1 A »mall landing-place above the Urge key. 
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Mansions that wonld disgrace^ the boilding taste 
Of any mason reptile, bird, or beast ; 
Fit only for a doited monkish race, 
Of frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace. 
Or Cniis cf latter times, wha held the notion 
That snllen gloom was sterling trae det otion ; 
Fancies that our gnid Brugh denies protection ! 
And soon may they expire, nnblest with rcsorree* 
tiont 

AVhD BRIG. 

O ye, my dear>remember'd, ancient yealings* 
Were ye but here to share my wounded feeling^! 
Ye worthy Proveses, an' mony a Bailie, 
Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil ay ; 
Ye dainty Deacons, an ye douce Conveeners, 
To whom our moderns are but causey-cleanen ^ 
Ye godly Councils wha Ime blest this town^ 
Ye godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 
Wba meekly gie your hnrdies to the smiters; 
And (what would now be strange) ye godly writers: 
A' ye douce folk I've borne aboon the bioo. 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or do ! 
How would your spirits groan in deep vexation. 
To see each melancholy alteration ; 
And, agonising,, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base, degenerate race ! 
Na langer Reverend Men, their country's glory. 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an' douce, 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 
But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless Gentry^ 
The herryment and ruin of the country ; 
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MeOf three-parts made by tailoniuid hy barbeny 

Wba waste yonr weel-bain'd geur on d d new 

^rigB and Harboors ! 

MHW BRIG. 

Now hand yon there ! for fiutb ye've said eoevghy 
And mnckle mair than ye can mak to thrpngh, 
As for yoor Priesthood, I shall say but HttJe, 
Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 
Bot, under favour o* your langer beard. 
Abuse o' Magistrates might weel be spar'd : 
To liken them to yoor auld-warid sqnad^ 
I mnst needs say, comparison^ are odd. 
In Ayr, wag*wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth ' a Citiaen,' a term o' scandal : 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the strMt|» 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit; 
Men wUagcew wise pnggin owre hops an' raisins» 
Or gatfaer'd liberal views in bonds and seisins. 
If haply Knowledge^ on a random tramp, 
Had 8hor*d them with a glimmer of his lamp. 
And would to CoQunon*Sense, fi)r once betray'd 

them, 
Plaup^ dull Stupidity stept kmdly in to aid them. 

What farther clishmaclaver might been said. 
What bloody wars, if sprites had blood to shed. 
No man can tell; but all before their sight, 
A fiury traui appeared in order bright : 
Adown the glittering stream they feat^y dano'd-; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd : 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat, 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their fbet s 
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While arts of minstrelsy among them rang. 
And sonl-ennobling bards heroic ditties song. 
O bad M'Lauchlan^, thatrm-iospiring Sage, 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage, 
When thro' his dear Strathspeys they bore witii 

Highland rage, 
Or when they struck old Scotia's melting airs. 
The lover*s raptnr'd jc^s or bleeding cares ; 
How would his HighUnd lag been nobler fir'd, 
And ev'n his matchless hand with finer toodi inspired ! 
No guess could tell what instrument appeared. 
But all the sonl of Music's self was heard ; 
Harmonious concert rang m every part, 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the Stream in fitint appears, 
A venerable Chief advanc'd in years: 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, 
His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 
Next came the loveliest pair Jn all the ring. 
Sweet female- Beauty hand in hand with Spring; 
Then, crown'd with flowery hay, came Rarai Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye : 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowmg horn, 
Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding coro ; 
Then wmter's time4>leach'd locks did hoary show. 
By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 
Nextipllbw'd Courage with his martial stride. 
From where the Feal wild woody coverts hide ; 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 
A female form, came from the towers of Stair : 
Ijcarning and Worth in equal measures rode 
From simple Catrine, their long-lov'd abode ; 

* A wf Il-knowB performsr of Scotiah matic on th« violMi* 
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Lastjwhi te-rob'<f Peace,crown'd with ahaile wreath^ 
To rustic Agricfilture did bequeath 
The broken iron instrnmeots of death ; ^ ^ 
At sight of whom our sprites forgat theur kindliDg 
wrath. 



THE ORDINATION. 



For sense tbey little owe to frugal Heav'n.— 
To plraae tbe mob they Uide the little fiveo.. 



Kilmarnock wabsters fidge an* claw 

An' poor yonr creeshie nations ; 
Ad' ye wba leather rax an* draw. 

Of a' denominations; 
Swith to the Laigh Kirlc, ane an' a*, 

An' there tak up yonr stations ; 
Then aff to B-gb-*s in a raw, 

An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day* 

Carst Common-sense, that imp o' hell, 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder ' ; 
But O******* aft made her yell. 

An' R***** sair misca'd her; 

1 AllQding to a scoffing ballad which was made on the t^d« 
mission of tbt Iste reverend and worthy Mr. L. to the Uighi 
l^irfc. 
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This day M»»«»»« takes the flaU, 

And he's the boy will bUud her ! 
Hell clap a sbangan od her tail, 

Ao* set the bairns to danb her 

Wt' dirt this day. 

Mak haste an* torn King David owre. 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor, 
O* double Yerse come gie ns four. 

An* skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the kirk kicks up a stonre, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her. 
For Heresy is in her pow'r, 

And gloriously she'll whang her 

Wi* pith this day. 

Come let a proper text be read, 

An' touch it aff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Ham* leugh at his Dad, 

Which made Canaan a niger ; 
Or Phineas^ drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporah \ the scanldin jad, 

Was Uke a bluidy tiger 

r th' inn that day. 

There, try his mettle on the creed, 

And bind him down wi* caution, 
That Stipend is a carnal weed 

He takes but for the fashion ; 

* Geneilf, cb. ix. ver. 72. ' Nnmlwrt, ch. xxv. ver.t. 

* ExodM, ch. iv. ver. 25, 



accnttn POKttfl. 6t 

And gie him o'er the flock, to feed, 

And panish each trsmsgressioti ; 
Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

€He them sufficient threshin, 

Spare them na day. 

Now auld Kilmarnock cock thy tail. 

And toss thy horns fii' canty; 
Nae mair thoalt rowte ont-owre the dale. 

Because thy pasture's scanty ; 
For lapfii's large o' gospel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
An' runts o' grace the pick and wale, 

No gi'en by way o' dainty, 

But ilka day. 

Na mair by Babel's streams we'll weep, 

To think upon our Zion ; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep, 

Like baby-cloots a-dryin : 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep^ 

And o'er the thairms be ti'yin ; 
O, rare ! to see our elbucks wheep, 

An' a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' fast this day I 

Lang Patronage, wi' rod o' aim. 
Has shor'd the Kirk's nndoin. 
As lately F-nw-ck, sair forfaim, 

Haa proven to its rain : 
Our patron, honest man ! Glencairuy 
He saw mischief was brewin ; 
- And like a godly elect bairn. 
He's wai'd us but a true ane, 

And aoond this day. 
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Now R***»** hanmgne nae mair, • 

Bnt steek yoar gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they'll think yoa clever; 
Or, nae reflection on yonr lear, 

Ye may commence a shaver; 
Or to the N-th-rt-n repair. 

And turn a carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand this day. 

M***»* and you were just a match. 

We never had sic twa drones : 
Auld Homie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 

Just like a wiokin baudrons : 
And ay' he catch'd the tither wretch, 

To fi-y them in his candrons : 
But DOW his honour maun detach, 

Wi' a' hb brimstone squadrons, 

Fast, fast tliis day» 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's fees 

She's swingein thro' the city ; 
Hark, how the nine-tail'd cat she plays ! 

I vow its unco pretty : 
There, Learning, with his Greekish face. 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 
And Common-Sense is gaun, she says, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 

But there's Morality himsel. 

Embracing all opinions ; 
Hear, how he gies the tither yeil. 

Between his twa companions; 
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See, how she peels the skin an' feU» 

As ane were peelin onions ! 
^ow there — they're pai^ked aff to hell. 

And banish'd oor dominioos, 

Henceforth this day. 

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come boose about the porter! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 
M«*****», R»*»**, are the boys, 

That heresy can torture ; 
They'll gie her oo a rape a hoyse, 

Aiid cow her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 

r 

€ome, bring the tither nratchkm in, 

And here's, for a conclusion. 
To every New Light ^ mother's son» 

From this time forth, confusion : 
If mair they d^ave us with their din. 

Or patronage intrusion, 
We'll light a spunk, and, ev'ry skin, 

We'll rio them aff in fiision 

like oil, some day. 



. ' New Light Is a cant phrase, in the West of Scotland, for 
those religions opinions which Dr. Taylor of Norwich has 
^efcoded so ttreoNOvslx. 
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THE CALF. 

TO THE RKV. MR. — , ON HI8 TBXTy 

MALACHI, CH. IV. VER. 3. 

' And they thaU go fortht and grow tga like calces qf 

the stall.* 

RiGHTy sir! your text Fll prove it tTQe> 

Though heretics may laugh ; 
For instance ; there's yonrsel just now, 

God knows, an unco calf! 

And should some patron be so kind, 

As bless yon wi* a kirk, 
I doubt na> sir, but then we'll find, 

Ye're still as great a stirk. 

But, if the lover*s raptnr'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot. 
Forbid it, ev'ry heavenly power. 

Yon e'er should be a slot ! 

Though, when some kind, connubial dear. 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble head of horns. 

And in your lug, most reverend James, 

To hear you roar and rowte. 
Few men o* sense will doubt your claims 

To rank amang the nowte. 
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And when yete nnmberM mi* the dead^ 

Below a grassy faOiocIc, 
Wi' justice they may mark your head-* 

' Here lies a fiunons BoHock !' 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 



Oh Prince ! Ob Chief of nanjr throned powers. 
That led the embattl'd Seraphim to war— 

HILTON. 



THOU ! whatever title salt thee, 
Anld Homie, Satao, Nick, or Clootie^ 
Wtia ID yon cavern grim an' sootie, 

Qosed under hatdies, 
Spairges aboot the brastane cootie, 

To scand poor wretches ! 

Hear me, aold Hangie, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be; 
Vm sore sma* pleasnre it can gie« 

E'n to a deil, 
To skelp an' scand poor dogs like me, 

An' hear us squeelt 

Great is thy powV, an' great thy fktile ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An' tho* yon lowin heath's thy hame. 

Thou travels far; , 
An' fiuth ! thon's neither \n^ iior lame, 

Nor biaie nor scaur* 

TOL.I. V 
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VFIiyles, ranging like a roarin lioo. 
For prey, a' holes an* comers tryin ; 
Whyies on iUe strong-wing'd tempest ilyin^ 

Tirling tbe kirks ^ 
WbyleSy in the human bosom pryin. 

Unseen then lurks. , 

Tve heard my reverend grannie say. 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where auld-ruin*d castles, gray, 

Nod to the moon,. 
Ye fright tbe nightly wand'rer's way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 

When twilight did my grannie summon. 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman f 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bummin,. 

Wi' eerie drone ; 
Or, nistlin, thrp* tbe boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night. 
The stars shot down wi' sklentin light,. 
Wi' you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough;, 
Ye, like a rash-buss, stood in sight, 

Wi' waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my nieve did shake. 

Each bristl'd hair stood like a stake, 

When wi* an eldritch stour, quaick — quaick-^ 

Amang the springs, 
Awa ye 8quatter'd,"like a drake. 

On whistling wuigs^^^ 
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Let warlocks grim, ao* withered hags^ 
Tell bow wi* yoa on ragweed nags, 
They skim the main, an' dizsy crags, 

Wi* wicked speed; 
And in kirkyards renew their l^m^ues, 

Owre howkit dead« 

Thence coontra wives, wi' toil an* pain. 
May plange sin' ptonge the kirn in vain ; 
For, oh ! tiie yellow treasure's taen 

By witching skill; 
An' dawtit, twal-pint hawkie*s gaen 

AsyeU'stheBill. 

Hience mystic knots mak great abase, 
On yo'ang gnidmen, fond, keen, an* croose; 
When the best wark-lame i' the honse^ 

By cantrip wit„ 
Is instant made no worth a loase» 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord. 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord. 
Then water-kelpies hannt the foord, 

By yonr direction^ 
An' nighted travellers are allar'd 

To their destruction* 

An' aft yonr moss traversuig spnnkies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drank is : 
The bleeadn, curst, mischievoas monkiea 

Delade his eyes, 
Till in some miry sloogh he sank is, 

Ne'er mair to risQ* 
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When Masons' n^tic word W gnp. 
In stonns an' tempests raise yon iip, 
Some cock or eat yo«r nge mRim stop* 

Or, strange to tell! 

The youngest brother ye wad whip 

Affstnuighttohell! 

Lang syne, in Eden's bonie yard. 
When youtfaiii' lovers first were paiidy 
An' all the soul of love they shar'd. 

The raptur'd hour. 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry sward» 

In shady bow'r: 

Then you, ye anld, siiic-dniwing dog ! 

Ye came to ParwUse incog. 

An' play'd on bmu a cursed hrogue, 

(Black be your ia!) 
An' gied the infant warld a shod, 

'Maist mn'd a'. 

D'ye mind that day, when la a hiv» 
Wi' reekit duds, an' ttmHak gis, 
Ye did present your sasootie phia, 

'M ang better folk, 

An' sklented on the man of Uas 

Your spitefu' joke? 

An' how ye gat lum if your tfaraH, 
An' brak him out o' house an' hall> 
WbUe scabs an* botches did him gall, 

Wr bitter claw. 
An' lows'd his ilUonga'd, wicked scawl. 

Was warst ava? 
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But a' your doings to rehearse. 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael ' did you pierce, 

Down to this time. 
Wag ding a* LalUin tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rbyiqe. 

An' noW) auld Cloots, I ken ye're thinkin, 
A certain bardie's rantiB, drirt^in, 
Some lackiess Imnut wiU sead bin liakio. 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith ! he'll turn a comer jtnkiii, 

An' cheat yoa yet. 

But, fare yon weel, aald Nickie-ben ! 
O wad ye tak a thought aa' men' ! 
Ye aiblins migfat«-I dtiuna.kea-— 

Still hae a stake^ 
Vm wae to think npo' yon deo, 

Ev'tt for your take ! 



> Vide Miltm, Book VI. 
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THE 

DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOR 

MAILlEy 

THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWB. 

AN UMCO MOURNFU' TALE. 

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither, 
Were ae day nibbliog on the tether, 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch, 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch s 
There groaning, dying, she did lie, 
When Hnghoc ' he cam doytin by» 

Wi' glowrin een, an' lifted ban's, 
Poor Hnghoc like a statne Stan's ; 
He saw her days were near«hand ended, 
Bnt, waes my heart! he conld na mend it I 
fie gaped wide, but naething spak ; 
At length poor Mailie silence brak. — 

*• O, thon, whase lamentable &ce 
Appears to moam my woefii' case ! 
My dyuig words attentive hear, 
An' bear them to my master dear. 

' Tell him, if e'er again he keep, 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O, bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair ! 
But ca' them out to park or hill. 
An' let them wander at their will ; 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o' woo ! 

1 A neibor herd-callstn. 
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* Tell bim, he was a master kin'. 
An' ay was guid to me and mioe; 
An' ^w my dying charge I gie him, 
My helpless Iambs I trust them wi' him. 

*■ O, bid him ^ve their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an* batcher's knives ! 
Bat gie them guid cow-miik their fill. 
Till they be fit to fend themscl ; 
An' teot them duly, e'en an' mom, 
WV teats o' hay an' rips o' com. 

* An' may they never learn the gaets 
Of ither vile, wanrestfu' pets! 

To slink thro' slaps, an* reave an* steal, 

At stacks o' pease, or stocks o* kail. 

So may they, like their great forbears, 

For monie a year come thro' the sheers: 

So wives will gie them bits o* bread, 

An' bairns greet for them when they're dead. 

' My poor toop-lamb, my son an* heir, 
O, bid him breed him a^ wi' care ! 
An', if he live to be a beast. 
To pit some havms in his breast ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name. 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame ; 
An' no to rin an* wear his cloots. 
Like ither mensless, graceless, brutes. 

' An' niest my yowie, silly thing, 
Gude keep the frae a tether string! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather np 
Wi' ony blastit, moorland toop ; 
But ay keep mind to moop an mell, 
Wi' sheep o' credit like tfaysel ! 

' And now, my bainfe, wi* my last breath, 
I lea'e my blessin wi' you baith : 



rv sconsK POBBn. 

An' when yon think npo' your mithery 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither. 

' Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fail 
To tell my master a' my tale; 
An' bid him bum this cursed tetfaer. 
An', for thy pains, thou'se get my blether.' 

This said, poor Mailie turu'd her head. 
An' clos'd her een amang the dead. 
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Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close, 

Pasta'remead; 
The last sad cape-stane of his woes; 

Poor MaiUe's dead ! 

Its no the loss o' warl's gear. 

That could sae bitter draw the tear. 

Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed^ 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear. 

In Mailie dead. 

Thro' a' the toun she trotted by him ;. 
A lang half-mile she could descry liim^ 
Wi* kindly bleat, when she did spy himi. 

She ran wi' speed t 
A friend mair fiitthfu' ne'er cam nigh him^ 

Than Mailie dead. 
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I ¥rat sbe was a sheep o' sense, 
Ad' could behave hersel vti* mense : 
I'll say^t, she never brak a fence. 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 

Sin' Mailie's dead. 

Or, if he wanders np the howe, 

Her living image in her yowe. 

Gomes bleating to him, owre the knowci 

For bits o' bread ; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 

She was nae get o' moorland tips, 

Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips ; 

For her forbears were brought in shipt 

Frae yont the Tweed : 
A bonier fleesh ne'er eross'd the clips 

Than Mailie's dead. 

Wae worth the man wha fint did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing — ^a rape ! 
It maks guid fellows gim an' gape, 

Wi' cfaokin dread ; 
An' Robin's bonnet wave wi' crape, 

For Mailie de^d. 

O, a' ye bards on booie Doon! 

An' wha on Ayr your chanters tnnne ! 

Come, join the melancholious croon 

O' Robin's reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon ! 

His Mailie dead. 
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to J. S****. 



Friendship! mysterioas cement of the soiilf 
Sweetener of life, nud solder of society ! 

I owe thee much. 

BLAIR. 



Dear S****, the sleest, pankie thief> 
That e*er attempted stealth or lief, 
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne*er a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sim an' moon. 
And every star that blinks aboon, 
Ye've cost me twenty pair o' shoon 

Just gann to see yon ; 
And every ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I*m wi' yon. 

That auld capricious carlin, nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature, 
She's tnm'd you off, a human creature 

On her first plan, 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature, 

She's wrote, the Man. 
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Jast now I've taen the fit o* rfayme^ 
My barmie noddle^s working prime 
My fancy yerkit op sublime 

Wi' hasty summon: 
Hae ye a leismre-moment's time 

To hear what's comin? 

Some rhyme a neebor*s name to lash ; 
Some rhyme (vain thought!) for needfu' cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash. 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fim. 

The star that rules my luckless lot, 

Has fated me the russet coat, 

An' damn'd my fortune to tlie groat ; 

But in requit, 
Has blest me wi' a random shot 

O' countra wit* 

This while my notion's taen a sklent, 
To try my fate in guid, black prent ; 
Bat still the mair I'm that way bent. 

Something cries, < Hoolie ! 
I red yon, honest man, tak tent ! 

Ye'll shaw your folly. 

* There's ither poets, much your betters. 
Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
Hae thought they had ensur'd their debtors, 

A' future ages ; 
Now moths deform in shapeless letters, 

Their unknown pages.* 
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Then fareweel hopes o* kmrel-booghty 
To gaiiand my poetic hrowsl 
Henceforth Til rove where busy plooglifl 

Are whistling thrang. 
An' teach the hinely heights an* howet 

My mstic sang. 

Ill wander on, with tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed, 
TiU fate shall snap the brittle thread ; 

Then, all unknown, 
ril lay me with th' inglorioas dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why o' death begin a tale? 

Just now we're living sound and hale. 

Then top and maintop crowd the sail, 

Heave care o'er side ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale, 

Let^ tak the tide. 

This life, sae iar's I anderstandy 
Is a' enchanted iwy land, 
Where pleasure is the magic wand, 

That, wielded righf^ 
Maks hours like minates, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu' light. 

The magic-wand then let us wield ; 
For, ance that five-an'-ferty's speef d, 
8ee crasy, weary ,'joyleas eild, 

Wi' wrinkl'd fiice. 
Comes hostitt, hirpfin owre the field, 

Wi' creepin pace. 
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When ance life^ day draws Dear the gloamaiy 
Then fiureweel vacant cardees roamm -, 
An' fareweel cheariu* tankards foamin, 

An' social noise ^ 
An' fareweel dear^ dflnding woman, 

Thcjoyof joysl 

O life! how pleasant in thy morning, 
Yonng Fancy^ rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold{>au8ing Caution's lenon scorning, 

We Insk away, 
Like school-boys, at th' expected warmng, 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here, 
We eye the rose upon the brier, 
Unmuidliil that the thorn is near, 

Among the leaves ; 
And the' the puny woond appear, 

Short while it grieves. 

Some, Incky, find a fiow'ry spot. 
For which they never toil'd nor swat; 
They drink the sweet and eat the fat, 

Bat care or pain^ 
And, haply, eye the barren hat 

With high disdain. 

With steady aim, some fortone chase ; 
Keen hope does ev'ry sinew brace ; 
Thro' fidr, thro' foal, they nrge the race^ 

And seise the prey : 
Then cattie> in some cosie place. 

They dose the day. 
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And otherS) like yoar humble servan*, 
Poor wights! nae rales nor roads observin; 
To right or left, eternal swervin, 

They sig-zag on ; 
Till cunt with age, obscure an' starvin 

Tbey aften groan. 

Alas! what bitter toil an' straining — 
But truce with peevish, poor complainingl 
Is fortune's fickle Luna waning? 

E'en let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining. 

Let's sing our sang. 

My pen I here fling to the door, 

And kneel, < Ye Powers! (and warm im|ilai«) 

Tho' I should wander terra o^r, 

In all her climes, 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

Ay rowth o' rhymes. 

< Gie dreeping roasts to conntra lairds, 
Till icicles hiug free their beards; 
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards. 

And maids of hononr; 
And yill an' whisky gie to cairds, 

Until they scooner^ 

* A title, Dempster merits it : 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd cit, 

In cent, per cent. 
But give me real, sterling wit, 

And Vm contents 
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^ While ye are pleas'd to keep me haXe, 
I*]l sit dowo o'er my scanty mealy 
Be't water-brose> cor moslin-kail, 

Wr chearfb* face^ 
Afl laDg*s the Muses dinna fail 

To say the grace,' 

An anxioos e'e I never throws 
BehtDt my lug, or by my nose ; 
I jook beneath misfortone's blows 

As weel's I may ; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and profle> 

I rhyme a¥ray. 

ye donee folk, that live by rule, 
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool, 
Compar'd wi' yon-*-oO fool! fool f fool! 

How much nnlike I 
Your hearts are jost a standing pool, 

Your lives, a dyke ! 

Nae bair-braii^'d, sentimental traces 
111 yonr unletter'd, nameless faces ! 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray. 
But graoissimo, solemn basses 

Ye bum away« 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye*re wise; 

Nae ferly tlio' ye do despise 

The haurum-scairiim, ram-stam boys, 

The rattlin squad : 

1 see you np:ward cast your eyes— 

— Ye keu the roa4<-* 
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Whilst I— but I shall baud me tbere — 
Wi' you I'll scarce gaog ony where — 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

Bat qoat my saog^ 
Content m' you to mak a pair, 

Whare^r I gang. 



A DREAM. 



TlioaghtB, words, and deeds, tbe statute blames with reason; 
But surely dreams were ne'er indicted treasoo. 



[On reading, in the ptAlic papers, the Laureafs Ode, with 
the other parade qf June. 4, 1786, the author was »a 
sooner drcpt asleep than he imagined fumse(f transparU 
ed to the birthday levee ; and, in his dreamingftMCy, 
made theJbUomng Address.] 



GviD-MORNiN to your Majesty ! 

May Heav'n augment your bUsses^ 
On every new birth-day y« 8ee> 

A humble poet wishes I 
My hardship here, at your levee. 

On sic a day as this is, 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae tine this day. 

I see ye're complimented thrang. 

By mony a lord and lady; 
« God save the king!* *s a cuckoo Bang 

Thaf 8 Unco easy said ay ; 
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The poetSy too, t yenal gtfigv 

Wi' rhymes weeMtini*d and ready, 
Wad gar yoo trow ye ne'er do wrang, 

Bnt ay onerring steady. 

On sic a day « 

For me! before a monarch's face, 

E¥^ there I winna flatter; 
For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I year homble debtor : 
So, nae reflection on yom* grace, 

Yoor kingship to bespatter ; 
There'iB monie waur been o' the race. 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than yon this day. 

Tis very true, my sovereign king, 

My skill may vreel be donbted : 
But &cts are cheels that winna dmg. 

An' doivna be disputed : 
Yonr royal nest, beneath yoor wing. 

Is e'en right reft an* clouted, 
And now the third part of the string, 

An* less, will gang about it 

Than did ae day. 

Far be't fi-ae me that I aspire 

To blame yonr legiilatioii. 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or flrr. 

To mie this mighty nation ! 
But, fiiith ! I mnckle doubt, my Sire, 

Ye've trusted miiustration 
To chaps, wha, in a bam or byre, 

Wad better fill'd their station 

Than courts yon day. 

you I. o 
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And now ye*ve gieu anld Britain peace^ 

Her broken ibins to plaister ; 
Your sair taxation does her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester; 
For me, thank God, my life's a lease, 

Nae bargain wearing faster, 
Or, feith ! I fear, that, wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

r the craft some day. 

Vm no mistrusting Willie Pitt, 

When taxes he enlarges, 
(An' WiU's a true guid fellow's get, 

A name not envy spairges) 
That he intends to pay your debt, 

Atf lessen a* your charges ; 
But, G-d-sake 1 let na saving-fit 

Abridge your bonie barges 

An' boats this day. 

Adieu, my Liege ! may freedom geek 

Beneath your high protection ; 
An' may he rax corruption's neck. 

And gie her for dissection! 
But since I'm here, I'll no neglect. 

In loyal, true affection. 
To pay your Queen, with doe respect. 

My fealty an' subjection 

This great birth-day. 

Hail, Majesty most excellent ! 

While nobles strive to please ye,. 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye? 
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Thae bonie bainitime, Heav'n has lent. 

Still higher may they heese ye 
In bliss, till fiite some day is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

For yoU| young potentate o' Wales, 

I tell your Highness fairly, 
Down pleasnre's stream, wi' swelling saSs, 

Pm tanld ye're driving rarely ; 
Bot some day ye may gnaw your nails> 

An' Gorse yonr folly sairly. 
That e'er ye brak Diana's pales. 

Or ratti'd dice wi' CharUe, 

By night or day. 

Yet aft a ragged cowte's been known 

To mak a noble aiver; 
So ye may doncely fill a throne, 

For a' their clishmachiver: 
There, him ' at Aginconrt wlia shone^ 

Few better were or braver; 
And yet, wi' fiinny, queer Sir John % 

He was an onco simver 

For monie a day. 

For you, right rev'iend Osbabnig, 

Nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter^ 
Altho' a' ribban at your lag 

Wad l)een a dress completer: 
As ye disown yon paughty dog 

'That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith ! an' get a wife to hug. 

Or, tronth ! ye'll stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. 

> KtBS Henry V. • Sit John FalsUff; vide Shakspcare. 
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Yoang, roy«l T»iy BreeU, I Ittam, 

Ye>e lately come atfawttrt ber ; 
A glorions galley ^ stem ail* aten, 

Weel rigi'd for VeniiB' barter) 
Bat first faang ont, tbat ahel discern. 

Your hymeneal charter. 
Then heave aboard yonr grapple aSrtt, 

An*, laige upo* her qnaiter, 

Come tiM that dbty. 

Ye, hatly, bonie blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak yoa guid as treel ds brftw, 

An' gie yon lads a-plenty : 
But sneer na British Doys )atra% 

For kings are wico sGBot ay ; 
An' German gentles are but sma% 

They're better just tban want ay 

On oDie day. 

God bless yoQ a'! consider now, 

Your tfnco tmichle dantet ; 
Bat ere the coarse o' life be through, 

It may be bitter saatet : 
An' I hae seen their coggie fon. 

That yet hae tarronr't at it ; 
Bnt or the day was done, 1 troW, 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fb' dean that day. 



• Allading t» tli« ucwi^aper accoaot of a certiia rojnl 
tailori amonr. 
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TBE VISION. 

BUAM FIRST '. 

Tbe son had doi^d the wmter day, 
The curiers quat their roaring play 
An' hnnger'd onnkin taieii her way 

To IcaU-yardt gmeiii 
While fiuthless snawa ilk step betny 

IfHutfe fhe has been. 

The thresher's weajy flingpn-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
And whan tbe day had closed Yon t% 

Far i' the west* 
Ben i' the spence, right pensirelie, 

I gaied to rest. 

There, hmely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey*d the spewing reek, 
That fili'd, wi' homt-provoking smeek, 

The auLd clay biggin ; 
An* heard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin* 

An in this mottie, misty cfime, 
I backward mos'd on wasted time. 
How I had spent my yonthin' prime, 

An' done nae-thing, 
Bat stringin bletfaers up in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 

1 Duan it a tenn lo Ossian for tbe diflQerefit tfivliLoat 9f 
a digreasive poem. See his Cttb-Lods, fol. il. of M'Ffter- 
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Had I to guid md?ice but barkit, 
I migbt, by th», hae led a market, , 
Or strutted in a' bank an' clarkit 

My cash-account : 
While here, haUnnad, half-fed, half«arkity 

Is a' th' amount, 

I started, muttering, blackhead I coof! 
And heav?d on high my wankit loof^ 
To swear by a' yon starry roof. 

Or some rash aith, 
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath— 

When click ! the string the snick did draw: 
And jee 1 the door gaed to the wa' j 
An' by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish hizzie, brew, 

Come full in sight. 

Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, was crusht; 
I glowr'd as eerie's I'd been diisht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht, 

And stepped ben.. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefn', round her brows, 
I took her for some Scotish Muse, 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou'd 40on been broken. 
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A * hair-brain'd sentimeDtal trace' 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wUdly-witty, rustic grace 

Sfaone foil apon her; 
Her eye, ev'n tum'd on empty space, 

Beem'd keen with honor. 

I>own flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen, 
Tin half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And 8Qch a leg ; my bonie Jean 

Coald only peer it; 
Sae stranght, sae taper, tight and clean, 

Nane else came near it. 

Her mantle large, of greenish hae. 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew; 

Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd to ray astonished view, 

A well-known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
There, mountains to the skie's were tost : 
Here, tumbling billows markM the coast^ 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone art's loAy boast, 

The lordly dome. 

Here Doon poor'd dovrn his fiir-fetch'd 6oods; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods. 

On to the shore ; 
And many a lesser torrent scuds, 

With seeming roar. 



88 SCOTIIII POEMft 

Low in a sandy Valley spread. 
An ancient borough rear'd her head : 
' Still, as in Scotish story read, 

She boasts a race. 
To every nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tower or palace BoTf 

Or ruins pendent in the air. 

Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern: 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd to dare, 

With feature stem. 

My heart did glowing transport feel. 

To see a race * heroic wheel, 

And brandifth round the deep-dy'd steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their «uthron foes. 

His Country's Saviour ^, mark him well! 
Bold Richardton*s ^ heroic swell ; 
The chief on Sark ^ who glorious fell, 

In high command ; 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 

Bis ufllive land. 

< The Wallaces. > William Wallace. 

* Adam Wallace, of Ricbardton, cousin tp Hie iminortal 
preserver of Scotis(i iu4epeti<leDC«. 

* Wallace, Laird of Craigic, who wfts »6coiid i)i cfln||Q9Vd. 
tinder Douglas Earl of Ormond, at tlie famoas battle on the 
banks of hark, foiif ht anno 1448 That glorious victory 
was principally owing to tbe judicious coodil^t nod intHf ^d 
valoar of tbe gallant Lstlrd of Craisie, who died of bit 
wounds after the action. 
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There, where a sceptr'd Pictish shade * 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, poortray'd 

In coloars strong ; 
Bold, Boldier-ieatar'd, luidismay'd 

They strode along. 

Tliro' many a wild, romantic grove % 
Near many a hennit-£mcy'd cove, 
(Fit hamits for friendship or. for Jove, 

In mosing moodji 
An aged Judge, I saw him rove, 

PJ8peoitti^[ good* 

With deep-strock reverential awe * 
The learned sire and sob I saw, 
To Nature's God and Natm^e's law 

They gave their lore, 
TbtSy all its sooree and end to draw, 

Tbat^ to adore. 

.4 

Brydone*8 brave ward^ I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye; 
Who cali'd on 0ime, low standing by. 

To hand him on, 
Where many a patriot-name on hi^ 

And hero shone. 

* CoUus, King of the Picto, from wbom tbc district •f 
Kjle it said to take Its name, lies bnried, as tradition sajv, 
near the family-teat of tiie Montfomeries of Coil's-fleld, 
where liis burial* place is stiU sbowD. 

7 BarskiiQioAnf , tte scat of Uie Lord Justice Clerk. 

* Catrine, tlie seat of tbe late doctor, and prcidU JPr«- 
fessor Stewart. 

' Colonel Fullartoa. 
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DtJAN SECOND. 

With musing-deep, astonish'd stare, 
I view'd the heavenly-seeming fair; 
A whispering throb did witness bear 

■Of kindred sweet. 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greet: 

* All hail f my own inspired bard ! 
In me thy native mnse regard ! 
Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

Thus poorly low! 
I come to give thee such reward 

As we bestow. 

* Know the great genius of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band, 
Who, all heneath his high command. 

Harmoniously, 
As arts or arms they understand, 

Their labours ply. 

' They Seotia*s race among them share; 
Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 
Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption's heart; 
Some teach the bard, a darling care. 

The tuneful art. 

* 'Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
They ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 
Or, mid the venal senate's roar, 

lliey, sightless, stand. 
To mend the honest patriot-lore. 

And grace the hand. 
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* \nd when the bard, or hoary sage, 
Charm or instmct the iiitare age, 
Tfaey bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy, 
Or point the inconclusive page 

Foil on the eye* 

' Hence Fidlarton, the brave and yoong ; 
Hence Dempster's zeaUinspired tongne ; 
Hence,c sweet harmonious Seattle sung 

His Minstrel-lays ; 
Or tore, vrith noble ardour stung, 

The sceptic's bays. 

' To lower orders are assigned 
The humbler ranks of human-kind, 
The rustic bard, the labouring hind, 

The artisan ; 
All choose, as various they're incHn'd, 

The various man. 

' When yellow waves the heavy grain. 
The threatening storm some, strongly, rein; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

With tiUage-skiU; 
And some instruct the shepherd-train, 

Blythe o'er the hill 

' Some hint the lover's harmless wile; 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile ; 
Some soothe the labourer's weary toil. 

For humble gains. 
And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

His cares and paius. 
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< Some, bouKied to a diatriet^paeey 
Explore at large mao's 'vahnt nee, 
To mark the embryotic trace 

Of msticbard; 
And careful note each op'oing grace, 

A glide and gnanL 

* Of these am I«-*Coila my name ; 
And this district as nmie I claim, 

Where once the Campbdls, chi«6 of famt> 

Held ruling pow'r: 

I mark'd thy embiyo tunefnl flame. 

Thy natal hoor. 

* With future hope, I oft would gaie. 
Fond, on thy lititle early ways. 

Thy nidely caroll'd, chhning phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes, 

Hr'd at the simple, artless Uys 

Of other times. 

' I saw thee seek the aoundbg short. 
Delighted with the dashing roar; 
Or when the north his fleecy stone 

Drove thro' the sky, 
I saw grim natare's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

* Or when the deep greeB4nanti*4l caith 
Warm cherish'd every flow1ret*s turth. 
And joy and music pouring foith 

In ev'ry grove, 
I saw thee eye the gen*ral mirth 

With boundless love. 
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* When ripen'd fiekli, and azara ikie^ 
Call'd forth the reaper^ iturtting n<mt, 
I flaw thee leave tibeir ereniiig joys. 

And lonely stalk, 
To vent thy botom's swtf&ag rise 

Inpentive walk, 

< When yonthful loire^ wrnm-blfwhiDgy stnwg, 
Keen-shiyerii^ shot tiiy nerves atong. 
Those accents, gntefol to thy tongue, 

Th' adored Name, 
I taoght thee how to poor hi soag. 

To soothe thy flame. 

' I saw thy pulse's maddening play 
Wild send thee pleasure's devious way, 
Misled by fancy's meteor-ray. 

By passion driven; 
Bet yet the light that led astray 

Was hgfat from heaven ! 

' I taught thy mannera-painting stnrins, 
The loves, the ways of simple swains, 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy feme extends; 
And some, the prkle of Coila*s pfatns, 

Become thy friends. 

< Thou canst not learn, nor can I show, 
To paint with Thomson's landscape-glow; 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

With Shenstone's art ; 
Or poor, with Gray, Uie moving flow 

Warm on the heart. 
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' Yet all beneath the' amivall'd rose^ 
Tlie lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 
Tho' large tlie foresf s monarch throws 

His army shade. 
Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

Adown the glade. 

* Then, never mnrmnr nor re|Mne ; 
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
And trust me, not Poiosi's mine, 

Nor kings' regard, 
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

A rustic bard. 

* To give my counsels all in one, 
Thy tuneful flame still careful fiin ; 
Preserve the dignity of man, 

With soul erect ; 
And trust, the Universal Plan 

WiU aU protect. 

* And wear thou this* — she solemn said, 
And bound the holly round my head; 
The polish'd leaves, and berries red, 

Did rustUng play ; 
And, like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away. 
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ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID, 

OR THE RIGIDLY RIOHTEOUf. 



My son, tbete maxims make a rale. 

And lamp them ay thegither ; 
The rigid righteoas is a fool, 

The rigid wise anitber r 
The cleanest cora that e'er was dlght 

May bae some pyles o' caff in ; 
5o ne'er a fellow-creature slight 

For random fits o* daffin. 

SOLOMON.— Eccles. cb. vU. ver. 16. 



O YE wha are sae gmd yonnely 

Sae pious and sae holy> 
YeVe nought to do but mark and tell 

Your neebour's fiiuts and foUy I 
Whase life is like a well-gaun miil^ 

Snppl/d with store o' water, 
The heapet happer*s ebbing still. 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As Counsel for poor mortals, 
That frequent pass douce wisdom's door 

For glaikit folly's portals ; 
I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 

Would here propone defences, . 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes^ 

Their failings and mischances. 
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Ye see yonr state wi' theirs compar'dy 

And shndder at the niffer, 
Bot cast a momeof s iair regard. 

What maks the mighty differ? 
Discbant what scant occasion gave. 

That parity ye pride in, 
And (what's af^ mair than a' the hive) - 

Yonr better art o' hiding. 

Think, when yonr ctotigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What ragings must his veins convnbe. 

That stiH eternal gallop : 
Wi' wind and tide fiiir i* your tail, 

Right on ye send yonr sea-way ; 
But in the teeth o* baith to sail, 

It maks an unco leeway. 

See social life and glee sit down, 

AU joyous and nnChiiddng, 
Till, quite transnnigrify'd, they're grotm 

Debancheiy and drinking : 
Oh, would they stay to calcQtete 

Th' eternal consequences ; 
Or your more dreadful hell to state, 

D-mnation of expenses ! 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

ly d up in godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor frailty names, 

Suppose a change o' cases; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience sttng, 

A treacherous inclination — 
But, let me whisper i' yonr lug, 

Ye*re aiblins nae temptation. 
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Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman ; 
Tho* they may gang a kemiia wrang ; 

To step aside is hunan : 
One point most still be greatly dariE, 

The moving «% they do it : 
And jost as lamely can ye mark. 

How far perhaps they me it. 

Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly can try ns, 
He knows each chord — its ▼arioiis tone. 

Each spring — ^its yarioos bias : 
Then at tiie Mance let* s be mote^ 

We never can acyust it ; 
What*s done we partly may compnte, 

But know not what's refitted. 



TOI* I* 
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TAM SAMSON'S* ELEGY. 



An honest man's the noblest work of God. 

POPE. 



Has aiild K**^*^ff^**^ seen tbe Deil? 
Or great M******** » thrawn his heel! 
Or R******* 3 again grow weel, 

To preach an* read ? 
' Na, waur than a* V cries ilka chiel^ 

' Tam Samson's dead !' 

I5^****#**#* lang may grunt an* grane. 
An' sigh, an' sab, an* greet her lane, 
An' deed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean. 

In mourning weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

The brethren of the mystic level 
May hing their head in wofu' bevel, 



1 When this worthy old sportsman went ont last mnirfowl 
season, he supposed it was to be, in Ossian's phrase, ' the 
last of his fields ;' and expressed an ardent wish to die and 
be buried in the muirs. On this hint the author composed 
his Elegy and Epitaph. 

* A certain preacher, a great fayourite with the million. 
Vide the Ordination, stanza ii. 

^ Another preacher, an equal favourite with the few, who 
was at that time aijing. For him see also the Ordioatioa, 
•taaza U. 
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WhUe by their nose tfie tears wiU re^el, 

Like ony bead ; 
Death's gien the lodge an unco devei : 

Tarn Samson's dead! 

When winter mnfQes up his cloak. 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will they station at the cock, 

Tarn Samson's dead ? 

He was the kmg o' a' the core 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Or up the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of need ; 
Bat now he lags on death's hog-score, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail. 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail. 
And eels well ken'd for sonple tail. 

And geds for greed, 
Since dark in death's iish-creel we wail 

Tarn Samson, dead! 

Rejoice ye birring paitricks a' ; 

Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw; 

Ye maukins, cock your ftid fu' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Your mortal fae is now awa*. 

Tarn Samson's dead I 
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That woefa* aioni^be ciper raoim^d 
Saw him in sbootin graitk adorn'd, 
While pointen roni^ impatieiiyt faani?d, 

Frae couples freed ; 
Bat, och! he gaed and ne'er retom'd ! 

Tarn Samaon*s dead ! 

In tain anld age his body batters ; 
In vain the gout his ankles fetters ; 
In vain the boms came down like wateiB> 

An acre braid ! 
Now eVry auld wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tarn Samson*s dead ! 

Owre many a wtery hag he limpit, 
An' ay the tither shot he thnmpit. 
Till coward dea!th behind him jumpit, 

Wi" deadly feide ; 
Now he pwdaiins, wi' tout o' trumpet, 

Tam Samson's dead t 

When at his •M^ct he felt the 4«gg^9 
He reel'd his wonted botUe^swagger, 
Bat yet he drew Ihe mortal trigger 

Wi* v^el-aim'^ becrd ; 
^ Ir— d, five V. he OT'd, an' owre did stagger ; 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

nk hoary hunter moBrtt''d a bcither; 
Ilk q^rtsmi^ youth bemoan'd a father; 
Yon anld gray stane, amang the heather, 

Marks out bis head, 
Whare Boms has wrote, in rhyming blether, 

' Tarn. Samsou*s dead 1' 
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There low he lies, in lasting rest ; 
Perhaps upon his moaldering breast 
Some spitefa' moirfowl bigs her nest. 

To hatch an' breed; 
AlaA ! nae mair hell them molest! 

TamSamson^s^Mdi 

When Aagnst winds the heather waTe> 
And sportsmen wmHer by yon grave. 
Three volfies let his memory crave 

O' poutber an' lead. 
Till echo answer firae her cave, 

T^un Samson's dead I 

Heav'n' rest his sanl, whare'er he be ! 
Is the wish o' mony mae than me ; 
He had twft fiittts^ or may be three, 

Yet what remtfad? 
Ae Bocia), holiest mail want we : 

Tub SamMl't dMd ! 
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THB BPITAPH. 



Tam Sampson's weel-worn clay here lies, 
Ye canting zealots, spare him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise, 
Ye'll mend or ye win near him. 



PER CONTRA. 

Go, fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a* the streets an' nenks o' Kiltie % 
Tell ev'ry social, honest billie 

To cease his grievin^ 
For yet, nnskaithM by death's gleg gullie, 

Tam Sampson's livin. 



> Killfe 1b n phnie the coantry-folkB somettmes nie foi 
Kilmarnock. 



SCOTISH POEMS. lOS 



HALLOWEEl^'. 



Y«t ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain 
The simple pleasares of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native charm, than all ihe glou of art< 

GOLDSMITH. 



[TheJbUamng Poem wiU, by many readers, be xoeU enough 
underatood ; but for the sake of those who are unac- 
quainted toUh the manners and traditions qf the coun- 
try where the scene is cast, notes are added, to give 
some account of the principal charms and spells fftlutt 
night, $o big zoith prophecy to the peasantry in the 
west qf Scotland. The passion of prying into futurity 
makes a striking part qf the history of human nature 
in its rude state^ in aU ages arui nations ; and it may 
he some entertainment to a philosophic mind, if any 
such should horunir the author with a perusal, to see 
the remains qf it, among the more unenlightened in 
our own.] 

Upon that night, nvhen fairies light, 

On Cassilis Downans ' dance, 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze. 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 



1 Is thoaght to be night when witches, devils, and other 
misctiief-maiking beings, are all abroad on their baneful, 
midnight errands; particularly tliose aerial people, tii« 
Fairies, are said on that night to hold a grand anniversary. 

^ Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the neigU- 
hourbood of the ancient seat of the £arU of Cassilis. 
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Or for Colean the roat is ta'e% 
Beneath the moon's pale beams ; 
► There, up the cove ^, to stray an' rove 
Amang the rocks and atreams 

To ^ort that night. 

Amang the honnie, ivinding tMmks 

Where Doon rins, wimpUn, dear. 
Where Bmce * ance mVd the martial raoks^ 

An' shook the Carrick cpear. 
Some merry, friendly, conntra folks, 

Together did conveney 
To bum their nits, an' po« their stocks^ 

And hand their Halloween 

Fu' blythe that nigbU 

The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when they're fine ; 
Their iaces blythe, fn' sweetly ky^ie. 

Hearts kal, an' warm, an' kin' : 
The lads sae trig, wf wooer-baiUBy 

Wee! knotted on their garten. 
Some onco bfate, ah' some wi' gabli, 

Gar lasses hearts gang startin 

Whiles fast at night. 

Then first and foremost, thre' ^ kail, 
Their stocks ^ mann a* be seught ance ; 

They steek their een, an' graip an' wsAe, 
For mockle aoes an' stranght anes, 

' A noted caYcrn near Colean House, called The €ov« of 
Colean; nhlcb, as Cassills Downans, is fknred in eonntry 
story for beinf a favonrite hannt of ftirfes. 

* The famous family of that name, the ancestors of 
ROBERT, the great deliverer of his cooritry, were Earia of 
Carrick. 

^ The tlfst ceremony of HtHoweeii is, pttUliic eacii a 
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Poor faaT'rel Will fett aff the diift» 

An' wander'd thro' the bow-kflUy 
An' pow^ty for want o' better aliifty 

A nint was like a sow-tafl, 

Sae bow't that night 

Then, stnuight or crooked, yird or Dane^ 

They roar an' cry a' throa'ther ; 
The vera wee things, tpdlio, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther ; 
An' ^if the castoe's sweet or sour, 

Wi' joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' canni care, they've plac'd them 

To lie that night. 

The lasses staw firae 'mang them a' 

To poo their stalks o' com ^ ; 
Bot Rftb slips oat, an' jinks about, 

Behint the modde thorn : 



stock, or plant of kill. Tb«y uiitt go out, btntf in hantf, 
with eyes sfant, and pnll tbe Irsi tbey iac«t with : Us being 
big or little, straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size 
and shape of the grand object of m tneir spells— the hus- 
band or wife. If any yird. or earth, stick to the root, that 
is tocher, or fortune ; and tbe state of tbe custoc, that is, 
the heart of the stem, is indicative of the natural temper 
and difposilion. Lastly, the stems, or, lo give ttaeta their 
ordiaary appellaiioB, the mats, are placed soowwliere ahoie 
tbe head of tbe door; and tbe Clirlslian nuaes of tbe 
peo{fie whon chance brings into tbe bouse are, accordliig 
to tbe priority of placing the runts, tbe nuncs in ipiestion. 
^ Ttiisf go to tlte barn-yard and patl each, at three several 
times, a stalk of oats. If tbe third stalk wanU the top- 
pickle, that is, tbe grain at the top of tbe stalk, tbe party 
bi qaestioa wUlcame Is Ike aamige-bed any tbiaghat a 
maid. 
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He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Load skirrd a' the lasses ; 
Bat her tap-pickle maist was lost. 

When kiutlin in the fiiuse-lioose ^ 

WV him that night. 

The aold gaidwife's wee! hoordet nits * 

Are roand an' round divided. 
An' monie lads and lasses fates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, coathie, side by side. 

An' bam thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride, 

And jump out-owre tlie chimlie 

Fn' high that night 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentie e'ej 

Wha 'twas, she wadna tell -, 
But this is Jock, an' this is me, 

She says in to hersel : 
He bleez'd ower her, an* she owre him. 

As they wad never mair part ; 
Till fiiff ! he started up the lum, 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see't that night. 

7 Wtaeo the corn is iu a doubtful state, by belac too 
green, or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old timber. 
&C. makes a large apartment in his stack, with an opening 
in the side which is fairest exposed to the wind : this be 
calls >a Attse-hoQse. 

8 Burning the nnts is a famous charm. They oaaie tbe 
lad and lass to each particular nut, as ibey Uy them iu tbe 
fire, and accordiagly as tbey burn quietly together, or start 
from beside one another, the course and issue of the covrt- 
ship will be. 
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Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kaii rant, 

Was brunt wi' primsie M altie ; 
An' Mallie, nae doabt, took the dront. 

To be compared to Willie : 
Mall's nit lap oot wi' pridefa' fling, 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, and swoor by jing, 

Twas just the way be wanted 

To be that night 

Nell had the fimse-hoose in her nun% 

She pits h^rsel an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

Till white in ase they're sobbin : 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view, 

She whisper'd Rob to lenk for't : 
Rob, stowlins, prie'd her bonie mou. 

Fa' cozie in the nenk for't, 

Unseen that night. 

Bnt Merran sat behint their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell , 
She lea'es them gashin at their cracks, 

And slips out by hersel : 
She thro' the yard the nearest taks. 

An' to the kiln she goes then, 
An* darklins grapit for the bauks^ 

And in the blue-clue ^ throws then. 

Right fear't that night. 



9 Whoever wonld, with soccess, try this spell, mnst strictty 
observe these directions : Steal oat, all alone, to the kiln, 
and, darkliog, throw into the pot a clue of blue yam ; wind 
it in a new cine off the old one ; and, towards the latter 
«Bd, tomething will hold the thread ; demand, wha hautUT 
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An* ay she win't, an* srf she swfity 

I wat she made nae jaakki ; 
Till something held within the pat, 

Guid L — d I bat she was qaakin ! 
But whether 'twas the Deil himself 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en', 
Or whether It was Andrew Bell, 

She did na vrait on talkiii 

To spier that night. 

Wee Jenny to her Grannie says, 

* Will ye go wi' me, grannnie? 
I'll eat the apple '"^ at the glasSy 

I gat frae ande Johnie.' 
She suiTt her pipe wi' sic a lunt, 

In wrath she was sate vap'rin, 
She notic't na, an »ale brunt 

Her braw new worset apron 

Oat ti^ro' that night. 

* Ye little skelpie-linuner's &ce ! 

How daur yoa try sic sportin, 
As seek the fool Thief ony place, 

For him to spae your fortane : 
Nae doubt but ye may get a sight ! 

Grreat cause ye hae to fear it ; 
For monie a ane has gotten a ii%ht^ 

An' liv'd an' diM deleeret 

On sic a night. 

i. e. who holds; and answer will be returned from tkeUla- 
pot, by naming the christian and surname of your Altaic 
spouse. 

10 Talie a candle, and go alone to a lookinc-glaaa : eat «n 
apple before % and some traditions lay, yoa abouM confe 
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* Ae haint afore the Sherra-moor, 

I ndod't as weel's yestree% 
I was a gilpey tiieo, Tm sare 

I was na past fyfteen : 

The Sumner had been caukl an' wat. 

An' staff was unco green ; 
An' ay a rantin kirn we gat^ 

And jnst on Halloween 

It feU that niglit. 

* Our stibble-rig was Rab M*Graen, 

A clever, sturdy fiiUow ; 
His sin gat Eppie Sim wi* wean, 

That liv'd in Achmacaila : 
He gat hemp-seed ", I mind it weel. 

An' he made unco light o't; 
But monie a day was by himsel. 

He was sae sairly frighted 

ThaA vera night.' 

Then np gat fetchtin Jamie Fleck, 

An' he swoor by his conscience, 
That he conld saw hemp-seed a peck ; 

For it was a' but nonsense; 

yoar bair all the time; the face of your conlucal compa- 
nion to be, will be seen In the glae», as If peeping over your 
shoulder. 

II Steal out, nnperceived, and sow a handful of hemp- 
seed ; harrowing it with any thing you can conveniently draw 
after you. Repeat now and then, * Hemp-eeed I saw thee, 
hemp-seed I saw thee ; and him (or her) that is to he my 
trnelovet come after me and pou thee.' LooIl over your 
left shoulder, and yon will see the appearance of the person 
invoked, in the atlimde of pulling hemp. Some traditions 
say, ' come after me, and shaw the,' that is, show thyself ; 
in which case it simply appears. Others omit the harrow- 
ing, and say, * come after, me, and harrow thee.* 
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The anld gaidman raught down the pock. 

An' out a handfii' gied him ; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang the folk. 

Sometime when nae ane 8ee*d him. 

An' try't that night. 

He marches thro' amang the stacks^ 

Tho' he was sometbiog sturtin: 
The graip he for a harrow taks, 

An' haurls at his curpm : 
An' ev'ry now an' then, he say*, 

*■ Hemp-seed I saw tliee, 
An' her that is to be my lass, 

Come after me, and draw thee 

As fast this night.' 

He whistled up Lord Lenox' march, 

To keep his courage cheary ; 
Altho' his hair began to arch, 

He was sae fley'd an' eerie : 
Till presently he hears a squeak. 

An' then a grane an' gruntle ; 
fie by his shouther gae a keek^ 

Ad' tumbi'd wi* a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout. 

In dreadfn' desperation ! 
An' young an' auld came rinnin out, 

An' hear the sad narration : 
He swoor 'twas hilchin Jean M*Craw, 

Or cronchie Merran Humphie, 
Till stop ! .she trotted thro* them a'j 

An' wha was it but Gnimphie 

Aftcer tliat night ! 
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Meg fain wad to the barn gaen> 

To win three wecbts o* naething '^ ; 
Bat for to meet the deil her lane, 

She pat but little faith in : 
She gies the herd a pickle nits. 

An' twa red cheekit apples, 
To watch, while for the barn she sets. 

In hopes to see Tara Ripples 

That vera night* 

She tnms the key wi* cannie thraw, 

An' owre the threshold ventures ; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca' 

Syne bauldly in she enters : 
A ratton rattled up the wa', 

An' she cry'd L--d preserve her! 
An' ran thro* midden-hole an' a', 

An' pray'd wi* zeal and fervour, 

Fn' fast that night. 

They hoy't out Will, wi' sair advice ; 

They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the stack he faddom't thrice '^^ 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin ; 

u This cbarm mast likewise be performed, nnpercelved, 
and alone. You go to tbe barn, and open both doors, taking 
tbem off the tainflies, if possible; for there is danger, that 
the being, about to appear, may shut the doors, and do you 
•ome miflcbief. Then take that instrument used in win- 
nowing the com, which, in our country dialect, we call a 
wetcb; and go through all the attitudes of letting down 
com against the wind. Repeat it three times; and the 
third time, ah apparition will pass through tbe bam, In at 
tbe wiudy door, and out at the other, having both the figure 
in qoestion, and tbe appearance or retinue, marking the 
employment or station in life. 

" Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a beai> 
stack, and fathom it three times round. The last fathom of 
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He taks a swirlie, aold mon-oak, 
For some black, groosome cariin ; 

An' loot a winze, an* drew a stroke, 
Till skin in blypes came baiiriin 

Aff *s neves that night 

A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But och ! that night, amang the shaws^ 

She got a fearfii' settlini 
She thro* the whins, an' by the caim. 

An' owre the hill gaed scrievin, 
Whare three laird"^ lands met at a bnm '% 

To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent that ni^t. 

Whyles owre a linn the bnniie plays^ 

As thro' the glen it wimpit; 
Whyles round a rocky scar it strays ; 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ; 
Whyles glitter'd to tiie nighfly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle ; 
Whyles cookit nndemeath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazle. 

Unseen that night. 



the last tUne, jmn will catch in your aims theappflnaace of 
your fatnre coi^ngal yokefellow. 

^* Yon Ko out, one or more, fbr this Is h socll^I spell, to 
a sooth running «pring or rivulet, where " three lalnis* landi 
meet," and dip your left shirt sleeve. Go to bed in sight of 
a Are, and hang your wet sleeve before it to dry. Lie awake ; 
and, sotne time near midnight, an apparition, having tbc 
exact figure of the grand object in question, will cows ai^ 
turn the sleeve, as if to diy the other side of it. 
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Amang the brachens, on the brae. 

Between her an' tlie moon. 
The deil, or else an outler qaey. 

Gat np an* gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool -, 

Near kiy'rock-height she jnmpit, 
Bat mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Oat-owre the lags she plumpit, 

Wi' a plange that night. 

In order, on the clean heflrth-stane. 

The Inggies three '^ are ranged, 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en. 

To see them duly changed : 
Aald ancle John, wha wedlock's joys 

8io Mar's-year did desire. 
Because he gat the toom-dish thrice. 

He heav'd them on the fire 

In wrath that night* 

Wi' merry sangs, an' fiiendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary; 
An' nnco tales, an' fiiunie jokes, 

Xheir sports were cheap an,' cheary ; 



" Take three di5he& ; pot dean water io one^ foul water 
Jn another, leave the third empty : blindfold a person, and 
lead him to the hearth where the dishes are ranged ; he (or 
she) dip* the left baiid : if by chance in the clean water, the 
futare husband or wife will come to the bar of matrimony 
a maid ; if iu the fottl, a widow ; if in the empty dish, it 
foreteis, with equal certainty, no marriage at all. It is re- 
peated three timesi and every time the arrangement of the 
dishes is altered. 

VOL. I. 1 
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Till battered so'ns '^ wi' fragrant Uxat, 

Set a' their gabs a-6teerin ; 
Syne, wi' a social ^ass o' stront, 

Th?y parted affcareerin 

Fo' blythe that nigfati 



AULD FARMER* S 

NEW-YEAR MOttVING SALUTATION TO HIS AI7LD 
MARE MAGGIE; ON GIVING HER THE ACCUS- 
TOMED RIFP OF CORN TO HANSEL IN THE MEW 
YEAR. 

A GUI!) New-year I wish thee, Maggie ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie : 
The* thoa's howe-backit, now, an* knaggie, 

I've seen the day, 
Tt^ou could hae gaen like onie staggte 

Ont-owre the lay, 

Tbo' now thon's dowie, stiff an' crazy. 
An' thy aold hide as white's a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't, sleek, and glaizie, 

A bonny gray : 
He shonld been tight that daor't to nuze thee, 

Ance in a day. 

1* Sowens with batter lusteail of milk to them, is almiTi 
the Halloween sopper. 



seotiitt NMoii. 115 

Tbon ance vu i' the fofemost nmk, 
A filly buirdly, steeYd, an' 8w«ik> 
Anf set weel down a shapely duuiky 

As e'er tread yird; 
An' could hae flown out<H>wre a stanki 

Like ony bird* 

It's now some nine-an'-twenty year» 
Sin tbon was my giiid-fiither*8 ttieere ; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher dear, 

An' My mark; 
Tho' it was sma% 'twas weel-won gear> 

An' then was stark. 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye tiien was trottin wi' yonr minnie : 
Tho' ye was trickie, slee, an' fiinnie^ 

Ve ne'er was donsie ; 
Bat hamely, tawie, qniet, an' cannie, 

An' unco sonsie. 

That day, ye pranc'd wi' mnckle pride, 
When ye bare hame my bonny bride : 
An' sweet and gracefb* she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air! 
Kyle Stewart I coald bragged wide^ 

For sic a pair. 

Tho' now ye dow bat hoyte and hobte. 
An' wintle iikft a saamont-coble. 
That day 70 was a jinker noble. 

For heels an' win' i 
An* ran them tiU they a' did wanble, 

Farj tar beWn', 
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When thou an' I were yoaog an' skeigfay 

An' stable-meals at lain were dreigfa. 

How thou wad prance, an' snore, an' skreigb^ 

All' tak the road ! 
Town's bodies ran> an* stood abiegh, 

An' ca't thee mad. 

When thou was com't, an' I was mellow. 
We took the road ay like a swallow; 
At Brooses thou had ne'er a fellow. 

For pith an* speed; 
Bat ev'iy t^il thoa pay't theni hollow, 

Whare'er thoa gaed. 

The sma', droop-mmpl't, hunter cattle. 
Might aiblins waur't thee for a brattle ; 
Bat sax Scotch miles thon try't their mettle. 

An' gar't them whaizle.' 
Nae whip nor spar, but jast a wattle 

O* saugh or hazle* 

llioa was a noble fittie-lan', 

As e'er in tog or tow was drawn ! 

Aft thee an' I, in aught hoars gaun, 

On gnid March>weather, 
Hae tum'd sax rood beside our han', 

For days thegither. 

Thon neyei' braindgt, an' fech't, an' fliskit. 
Bat thy auld tail thoo wad hae whiskit. 
An' spkead abreed thy weel-fill'd brisked 

Wi' pith and pow'r. 
Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket>c 

An' slypet owre. 
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When frosts lay lang, an' tnaws were deepi 
An' threatened labor back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap 

Aboon the timmer ; 
I ken*d my Maggie wad na sleep 

For that; or simmer* 

In fsrt or car thon never reestit ; 
The steyest brae thoa wad hae fkc't it ; 
Thon never lap, and sten't, and breastit^ 

Then stood to blaw^ 
Bol jost thy step a wee thing hastit, 

Thon snoov't awa. 

My plengh is now thy bairn-time a' ; 
Four gallant bmtes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye sax mae, I've sell't awa, 

That thou hast nant : 
Hiey drew me thretteen pund an' twa, 

The vera warst* 

Monie a sair danrk we twa ha wrooght. 
An' wi' the weary vrarl' fought ! 
An' monie an anxious day, I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crasy age we're brought, 

Wi' something yet* 

And think na, my anld, trusty servan', 
That now perhaps thon's less deservin, 
An' thy anld days may end m starving 

For my last fon, 
A heapit stimpart, I'D reserve ane 

Laid by for yoa. 
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We've worn to creiy y^n thegither ; 
Well toyte about vn' ant aoither $ 
Wi' tentie care Til flit thy tether, 

To some hain*d rig^ 
Wbare ye may nobly rax year leather, 

Wi' sma' fatigue. 



TO A MOUSE, 

ON TURNING HKR UP IN HHEl NBST WITH TBI 
PLOUGH, NOVEMBER) 1785. 

Wee, sleekit, eowrin, tirn'rons beastiey 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie! 
Thou need na start awa sae haity» 

Wi' bickering bratUel 
I wad be lait)i to rin an' chase theet 

Wi' mnrd'ring pattle ! 

I'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken nature's social unioa^ 
An' justifies that ill opinion, 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor earthpborn companion^ 

An' feUow-mortali 

I doubt na, whylea, bat tbon may thieve ; 
What then ? poor beastiet thou maun Uvg ! 
A daimen icker in a tbray^ 

*S a sma' request : 
I'll get a blessin wi' the lave. 

And ofver nuss'tl 
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^thy wee bit honsie, too, in rnin ! 
Its silly wa's the wins are strewini 
An* naething, now, to big a new ane) 

O'&ggagegreen! 
An' bleak December's winds ensnin, 

Baith snell and keen ! 

Ilioa saw the fields laid bare an' waste, 
An' weary winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thon thought to dweQ> 
Till crash ! the cmel coulter past 

Oat thiu)' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o^ leaves an* stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibbie I 
Now thoa's tnmM out, for a' thy tronble) 

Bat house or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

' An' cranrench canid I 

Bnt, Moa«e, tboo art no thy lane, 
In proving foresif^t may be vain: 
The best laid schemes o* ihice an' neoy 

Gang aft a-gly, 
An' lea'e ns nou^t bnt grief and pain, 

For proniis'd joy. 

Still thon art blest, compar'd wi' me ! 
The present only toucheth thee : 
Bat, och I I backward cast my e'e. 

On prospects drear t 
«An' forw«ird| tho* I canna see, 

I goess an' fear. 
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A WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er yon are» 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm ! 
How shall yoar houseless heads, and nDfed sides. 
Your loop'd and window'd raffgedneis, defend yon. 

From seasons such as these? 

SHAKSPEARE. 



Wra /bitiiig Boreas, fell and doure, 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow'r ; 
When Pbcebns gies a short-liv'd glowT 

Far south the lift, 
Dim-darkeniog thro* the flaky show'r. 

Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm tiie steqiles rocked. 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
While biums, wi' snawy wreeths op^oked. 

Wild-eddying swirl. 
Or thro* the mining outlet booked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

list'ning, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the onrie cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle> 

Beneath a scar. 
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Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless tiling. 
That, in tlie merry months o' spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee siog, 

What comes o' thee ! 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing. 

An' close tby e'e? 

Ev'n yoa on mord'ring errands toil'd, 

Lone from your savage homes exil'd. 

Hie blood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cote gpoil'd. 

My heart forgets. 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beata» 

Now Phcebe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffled, view'd the dreary plain; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul, 
Mlien on my ear this plaintive straio, 

8Iow, solemn, stole— 

* Bfow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gott ! 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows! 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 
Veogefiil malice unrepentiag, 
Than heaf n-illumin'd man on brother man bestows ! 
See stem oppression's iron grip, 
Or mad ambition's gory hand, 
Sending, like blood-hoonds from the slip^ 

Woe, want, and morder o'er a land 1 
Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale. 
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale^ 
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How pamper'd loxiii7> flatfry by her 8ide> 
The parasite empoisoDing her ear, 
With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
liooks o'er prond property, extended wide } 
And eyes the simple rostic hind, 

Whose toil upholds the glittering show, 
A creature of another kind. 
Some coarser substance, unrefin'd, 
Plac'd for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below* 
Where, where is love's fond, tender throe. 
With lordly honour's lofty brow^ 
Hie powers you proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath love*s noble name^ 
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim, 

To bless himself alone ! 
Mark maiden-innocence, a prey 

To love-pretending snares, 
This boasted honour turns away^ 
Shunning soft pity^s rising sway, 
Regardless of the tears, and unavailing prayers t 
Perhaps, tliis hour, in misery's squalid nest, 
She strains your infiuit to her joyless breast^ 
And with a mother's^ fears shrinks at the rocking 
blast! 
O ye! who, sank in beds of down, 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create, 
Think, for a moment, on fais wretched fate, 
Whom fiiends and fortune quite disown 1 
Hi-satisfied keen nature^s clamorous call, 
Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to 
sleep, 
While through the ragged roof and chinky wall| 
Chill, o'er his slumbers, piles the drifty 
heap I 
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Hiiiik on the dungeon's grim confine, 
Wlwre goUt and poor mbfortone pine ! 
Oritt, erring «— , i iili iitinj fiew I 
Bat shall thy legal rage porsne 
The vrretcby already crashed low 
By cruel fortune's undeserved blow? 
Affliction's sons are brothers in distress, 
A brother to relioTe, how exquisite the bUst !' 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 

Shook off the pouthery snaw, 
And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impress'd my mind*** 

Through all his works abroad. 
The heart benevolent and kind 

The most resembles Oon. 
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EPISTLE TO DAVIE', 

A BROTHER POET. 

Jannaiy, . 

While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw. 
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw. 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And spin a vfirse or twa o' rhyme. 

In hamely westlin jingle. 
While frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla log, 
I gmdge a wee the great folk's gift, 
That live sae bien an' snug: 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy iire-side ; 
But hanker and canker. 
To see their carsed pride* 

It's hardly in a body's pow'r 
To keep, at times, ftae being sonr, 

To see how things are shar*d ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want. 
While coofs on countless thousands rant^ 

And ken na how to wair't; 
But Davie, hid, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear, 
We're fit to vrin our daily bread. 

As lang's we're hale and fier: 

> David SUlar, author of a volume of poems in the Sootisli 
^lialect. 
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* Mair spier na, no fear iib'% 

Aald age ne'er mind a ie%^ 
The last o't, the warst o% 

Is only for to beg. 

To lie in kilns and bams at e'en 

When banes are craz'd, and bloid is thin, 

Is, doubtless, great distress ! 
Yet then content could make us blest ; 
Ev*n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that* s firee frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However fortune kick the ba% 
Has ay some cause to smile, 
And mind still, yoo^U find stilly 

A comfort this nae sma' $ 
Mae mair then, we'll care titien^ 
Nae farther can we &'• 

What tho', like commoners of air. 
We wander out, we know not where. 

But either house or hal'? 
Yet nature's charms, the hills and woods. 
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods, 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the ground, 

And blackbirds whistle clear. 
With honest joy our hearts will bound, 
To see the coming year : 
On braes when we please, then. 

We'll sit and sowth a tune ; 
Syne rhyme till't, we'll time till't. 
And sing't when we hae done. 

^ Ramsay. 
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Its no in titles nor in rank ; 

Its no in wealth like Lon'on hvukf 

To purchase peace and rest ^ 
Its no in makin niackle mair : 
Its no in books ; itinoinlear; 

To make os troly blest : 
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast, 
We may be wise» or rich, or greats 
Bat never can be blest: 
Nae treasures, nor pleasures. 
Could make us happy lang ; 
The heart ay's the part ay. 
That makes us right or wiaog. 

Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drir^ thro' wet an' dry, 

Wi' never-ceasfaig toil, 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way^ 

As hardly worth their whil^P 
Alas I how t£t in haughty mood, 
God's creatures they oppress I 
Or eke, neglecting a' that's guid. 
They riot in excess! 

Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either heav'n or hell! 
Esteemiog, and deeming 
It's a* an idle tale ! 

Then let us cheerfn' acquiesce ; 
Nor make oor scanty pleasures less, 

By pinmg at our state ; 
And, even should misfortunes come, 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankiii' for them yet. 
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They gie the wit of age to yoalh ; 

Tliey let us ken oursel ; 
They make as see the naked tnitfai 
The real gaid and ilL 
Tlio* losses, and crosses. 

Be lessons right seyere. 
There's wit there, ye^ll get therei 
Ye'U find nae other where. 

Bat tent me, Davie, ace o' hearts 

(To say aught less wad wrang the carteti 

And flatrry. I detest) ^ 
This life has joys for yon and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could boy ; 

And joys the very best. 
There's a' the pleasures o' the heart| 

The lover an' the fiien' ; 
Ye bae your Meg, yoar dearest part^ 
And I n^ darlmg Jean ! 
It warms me, it charms me, 

To mehtioii but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, 
And sets me a' on flame ( - 

O' all ye pow'rs who mle above ! 
O Thou, whose very self art love I 

Thoa knows't my. words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming through my heart,, 
Or my mote-dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear! 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest, 
Her dear idea brings relief 

And solfice tQ my breast. 
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Thou Being, AU-seeiog, 
O, hear my fervent pray'r ;. 

Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care i 

All hail, ye tender feelings deart 
The smile of love, the friendly tear. 

The sympathetic glow ; 
Long since this world's thorny ways 
Had nnmfter'd out my weary days> 

Had it not been for yon I 
Fate still has blest me with a friend^ 

In every care and ill } 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens 
liie tenebrific scene. 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Dayie or my Jean. 

O, how that name inspires my style! 
The words come skelpin rank and file,. 

Amaist before I ken I 
The ready measure rins as fine, 
As Phcebns and the fiimons Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp. 

Till ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hilch, and stilt, and jimp^ 
And rin an unco fit : 
Bat lest then, the beast then, 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dight now 
His sweaty wizen'd hide* 
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SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE' 

AULD NIBOR, 

I'M three times, doubly, o'er your debtor, 
For your auld-fiirrent, fHenly letter; 
Tbo* I matin say't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Ye flpeak sae fair ; 
For my puir, silly, rhymin clatter 

Some less maun sair. 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle -, 
Laug may your elbnck jink and diddle, 
To chear yon thro* the weary widdle 

O war'ly cares. 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your anld gray hairs. 

But, Davie, lad, Vm red ye're glaikit; 
I'm tauld the Miue ye hae negleckit; 
An' gif its sae, ye sud be Hcket 

Until ye fyke; 
Sic hanns as you sud ne'er be fhiket, 

Be hain't wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parnassus' brink, 

Kivin the words to gar them clink; 

Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drink; 

Wi' Jads or masons ; 
An' wbylesy but ay owre late, I think 

Braw sober lessons. 

> Preflxed to the Pmids of David SlUar, published at Kil- 
maniock, 1789> 

TOL. I. K 
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Of a' the tlioaghtless sons o' maoy 
Commen* me to the bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O* rhymin* clink, 
The devil-haet, that I sud ban, 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livioV 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin* : 
But just the pouchie pot the nieve in, 

An' while onght's there, 
Then hiltie, skiitie, we gae scrivin'. 

An' fash nae n^ir. 

Leese me on rhyme! it^s ay a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure, 
At hame, a-tiel, at wark or leisure. 

The Mose, poor hizziel 
Tho* rough an' raploch be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Haud to the Muse, ray dainty Davie : 
The warl* may play yoo monie a shavie ; 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye. 

The' e'er sae puir, 
Na, even tho* limpan wi' the spavie 

Frae door to door. 
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LORD GREGORY. 

O MIRK, mirk is this midoigfat hoar, 

And loud the tempest's roar ; 
A waefa* wanderer seeks \}\y tower, 

Lord Gregory ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha% 

And a' for loving thee ; 
At least some pity on me shaw, 

If love it may na be. 

Lord Gregory, mind*st thoa not the groFC^ 

By bonie Irwine-side, 
Where first I own'd that virgin-love 

I lang, lang had denied? 

How aflen didst thou pledge and voW| 

Thou wad for ay be mine ; 
And my fond heart, itsel sae truci 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast : 
Thou dart of Heav'n that flashest by^ 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mastering thunders from above^ 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardofi my faosa love^ 

His wrangs to heaven and me t 
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y WINTER, 

A DIRGE. 

The wintry west extends his blast, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the bam comes down, 

And roars firae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast m covert rest, 

And pass the heartless day. 

< The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast ',' 

The joyless winter-day, 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Tlian all the pride of May: 
The tempest's howl, it sooths my soul, 

My griefi it seems to join ; 
The leafless trees my &ncy please, 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

< Tlion Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes <^ mine fulfil ; 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 

Because they are Thy Will! 
Then all I want (O, do thou grant 

This one request of mine!) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign.' 

> Dr. Yomif . 



I 
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THE 

COTTEIVS SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO &0»I1LT AIKIN, BS«. 



Let not ambition mock their nsefal toil, 
Tboir homely Joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur bear, with a disdainful smile, 
The short but simple annals of the poor. 

GRAY. 



Mt lo?*d^ my hooour'd, much respected friend ! 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end, 

My dearest meed a friend's esteem and firaise : 
To you I sing, in simple Scotish lays, 

Tlie lowly tram in life's seqnester'd scene; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 

What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! though his worth unknown, &r happier there, 
I ween! 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The diortening winter-day is near a close ;' 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugb ; 

The blackening trains o' craws to their repose : 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the moor^ his course does hame- 
ward bend. 
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At length his lonely cot appears in Tiew> 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
The' expectant wee-things, toddlin, stacher 
through 

To meet their Dad, wi* flitcherin noise an' glee. 
His wee bit in^e, iblinkin bonnflyy 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriftie wifie's smile, 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee, 

Does a* his weary carkiug cares begme, 
An' makes him quite forget his labour an* his toil 

Bely ve the elder bairns come drapping in, 

At service out, amangthe farmers roan' j 
8ome ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tenti&fln 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e, 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gowo, 

Or deposite her sair-won penny -fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' «ach for other^s weelfare kmdly spiers : 
The social hours, swifl-wing'd, tmnotic'd fleet; 

Each tells tlie uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years -, 

Anticipation forward points the view : 
The mother, wi' her needle an' her sheers^ 

Garsauld claes look amaist as weel's the new i 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

Their master's an' their mistress's command, 
The yonnkers a' are warned to obey j 

* An' mind their labours wi* an eydent hand, 
An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jank or play; 
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An' O ! be sare to fear the Lord alway ! 

Ad' miDd yoor duty^ duly, morn an' nigbt! 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray. 

Implore his counsel and assisting might : 
They never sought in vain that sought the LoR]» 
aright!' 

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o* the same. 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor, 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees tlie conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek; 
With heart-struck anxious care, inquires his name> 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd, the mother hears, its nae wild, 
worthless rake. 

IH' kindly welcome Jenny brings htm ben ; 

A strappan youth ; he takes the mother's eye ; 
Biythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 

•Hie father cracks of horses, pleugh8> anA kye. 
The yomigrter's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy. 

But blate and lafthfli*, scarce can weel behave ; 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy 

Wfaait makes the y oothsae bashfu' an' sae grave ; 
Weel pleas'd to think lier baam's respected like the 
lave. 

O, happy love! ^here love tike this is focmd ! 

O, tieart-felt raptures! bHss beyond compare ! 
I've paced much this weary mortal ronnd, 

And sage experience bids me this declare — 
* If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare> 
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One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
'Tm when a yonthiuly loviog> modext pair. 

In othei^ arms breathe ont the tender tale. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
evemng gale.' 

Is there, in hnman form, that bean a heart — 

A wretch! a villain I lost to love and truth! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth? 
Curse on his peijur'd arts ! dissembling smooth ! 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all ezii'd ? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child? 
Then paints the ruin'd maid^ and their distraction 
wild? 

But now the supper crowns their simple board, 

The healsome parritch, chief o' Scotia's food; 
The soupe their only hawkie does afford, 

That 'yont the haJlan snugly chows her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood. 

To grace the lad, herweel-hain'd kebbuck^felly 
An' aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's it guid ; 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the belL 

The cheerfii* supper done, wi' serious face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 

The big ha'-Bible, ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet reverently is laid aside, 

His lyart haffets wearing thm an' bare; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; [air. 
And < Ijet us worship Goo !' he sayB> with solenm 
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They cliant their artless notes in simple gnise ; 

They tone their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise. 

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name : 
Or noble Elgin beets the heay'n-ward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compared with these, Italian trills are tame, 

The tickled ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Nae nnison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

The priest-like &ther reads the sacred page, 

How Abram was the friend of God on high ; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's ungracious progeny; 
Or bow the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How Hbj who bore in Heaven the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head^ 
How his first foUowers and servants sped, 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 

Saw in the sun a mighty aagel stand ; 
And heard great Babylon's doom pronounc'd by 
Heaven's command. 

Then kneeling down, to heaven's eternal king, 
The saint, the father, and the husband prays : 

Hope * springs exulting on triumphant wing \* 
That thus they all shall meet in future days: 

1 Pope^s Whidsor Forest 
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There ever bask in uDcreated- rays,. 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter leaf) 
Together hymning their Creator's praise> 
In sach society, yet sttU more dear ; 
Mliile circling time moves roond in an efemaUpfaere. 

Compared with this, how poor Keli^on's pride. 

In ail the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide, 

Devotion's every grace, except the heart! 
The Power, incens'd, the pageant will desert, 

The pompons strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart. 
May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the son! ; 
And in his. book of life the inmates poor enroll. 

Then homeward all take off their several way; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parept-pair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request, 
That HE who stills the ravens clamoroos nest, 

And decks the lily fair in flowery pride. 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best, ' 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But, chiefly,in their hearts with grace divine preside. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs. 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the bi'eath of kings, 

* An honest man's the noblest work of God:* 
And, certes, in feir virtue's heavenly road, 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordltng's pomp? a cumbrous load,- 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 
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O ScotilL ! my dear, my native soil! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent I 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 
Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content ! 
And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 
A virtuous populace may rise the while. 
And stand a wsJl of fire around their much-lov'd 
Isle. 

O Thou I who pour'd the patriotic tide 

That stream'd through Wallace's undaunted 
heart ; 
Wlio dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die— the second glorious part ; 
(The patriot's God, peculiarly thou art, 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward!) 
O never, never, Scotia's realm desert ; 

But still the patriot, and the patriot bard. 
In bright succession raise, her ornament and guard! 



END OF VOL U 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

Qy TURNING ONE DOWN WltH THE PLOUGH IN 

APRIL, 1786. 

Wek, modest, crimsoo-tipped flow'r, 
Tbou's met me in an evil hour ; 
For I raann cnuh amanf tlie stoare 

Thy slender stem ; 
To 8|Nire thee now Is past my pow*r, 

Thoa bonnie gem. 

Alas ! its no thy neebor sweet, 
The bonnie laric, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet t 

Wr speckled breast, 
When npwai^-springing, blythfe, to greet 

The porpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble, birth; 
Yet cheerfully thon glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce re ar'd above the parent earth 

Tliv tender form. 
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iTie iiiatiDling flow'rs our gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield j 
But thou beneatii the random bield 

O' clod or stahe^ 
Adorns the histie stibble-field, 

Unseen^ atane. 

I'herfe, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
iTiy snawie boso* ?Bfi-\^»d sprieadj 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble g«is6 ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Buch is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweet floweret of Uie rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd^ 

And guileless trust, 
^m she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust* 

Such is the fate of simple bard> 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd! 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 
IW MUowfi ra|;e, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o^erl 

Such Me to suffering Worth is ^v'n^ 
Who long with wants and woes has striy'ni 
By human pride or cunnuig driv'n 

To misery's brink^ 
llll iRTench'd of evOry stay hut Heav'n^ 

He, ruin'd^ sink ! 



£v*ii thoQ who monm'gt tfae Dais's fate. 
That fdte is thine-^no distant date ; 
Stern Rain's plough^share drives^ elate. 

Full 0B thy bloom. 
Till crnsh'd beneath the furrow's weight, 

ShaU be thy 4oom ! 



Epistle to a young friend *; 

i LANG hae thongbt) my yoatlifo' friend, 

A something to h&ve sent yen, 
Tho' it should sennfr tmft other ead 

Than just a kind riiemento ; 
But bow the subject4heme' may gaog^ 

Let time and chance detennme; 
Perhaps it may torn «&t a sang^ 

Perhaps turn out a sermMii 

Ye '11 try the world soon, my M, 

And Andrew dear, bettete me, 
Ye '11 find mankind an unco squad, 

And muckle they may grieve ye : 
For care and trouble setyour thought^ 

£v*n when your end's attaifted ; 
And a' your views may come to nought^ ' 

Where ev'ry nerve is strained. 

I Mr. A. H. Aikeoi nowof Uvsrpool : the ton of RtfVert 
Aiken, Esq. 
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Pll no say, men are villains a' ; 

Tlie real, hardened wicked, 
Wha hae nae check but haman law, 

Are to a few restricked : 
Bnt och, mankind are nnco weak, 

And little to be trusted; 
If u\f the wavering balance shake. 

Its rarely right adjusted I 

Yet they wha fa' in fortune's strife, 

Their £ite we should na censure, 
For still th' important end of life 

They equally may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly stare him $ 
A man may tak a neebor's part. 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

Ay free, aff ban' your story tell, 

When wi' a bosom crony ; 
But still keep something to yonrsel 

Ye scarcely tell to jony. 
Conceal yonrsel as weel's ye can 

Frae critical dislection; 
Bnt keek thro' ev'ry other man, 

Wi' sharpened sly inspection. 

The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love, 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt th' illicit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it : 
I wave the quantum o' the sin, 

The hazanl of concealing ; 
But och ! it hardens a' within. 

And petrifies the feeling t 
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To catch dame fortane's golden amitey 

Assidaoas wait opon her ; 
And gather gear by ev'iy wile 

Thars justified fay honour; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train^ttendant; 
Bat for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 



The fear o' hell's a hangman's whip 

To hand the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your honour grip. 

Let that ay be your border : 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
resolutely keep its laws, 

Uncaring consequences. 



^^ Itsa 



The great Creator to revere, 

Must sure become the creature ; 
But still the preaching cant forbear, 

And ev'n tlie rigid feature : 
Yet ne'er with wits prophane to range» 

Be complaisance extended ; 
An atheist's laugh's a poor exchange 

For Deity o&nded f 

When ranting round in pleasure's ring. 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random sting, ■ 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on life weYe tempest-HLriv'n, 

A conscience but a canker—- 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 



Adien, dear fltawiMe yoiitfa ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wh^d^! 
May prudence, fortitude, wid truth. 

Erect your brow undauntingt 
In ploughman phrase, ' 6ed tend you speed,* 

Still daily tp grow wiser : 
^nd may you better reek the rede, 

Than eyer did th' adviser. 



ON A SCOTCH BARlk, 

(30NE TO Tl^jp W^T INBASa^ 

A TE wha live by soups o' dr{pk» 
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha liye and never think* 

Come mourn m^' me I 
Our Billie*s gien us a' jink, 

An' owre tbe aea« 

Lament him a' ye rantip core, 
Wha dearly like a random-splore, 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar. 

In social key ; 
For now he's taen anither shore. 

An' owre the sea ! 

The bonnie lasses wee! may wiss him, 
And in their dear petitions place him : 
The widows^ wives, an* a' may bless him, 

Wi» tearfn' e'e ; 
For weel I wat they'll sairly miss hhn 

That's owre the seal 
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O fortune, tliey hae room to grumble ! 
Ifadst thou taen aff some drowsy bummle> 
Wba can do nought but fyke an* fumble, 

'Twad been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg as ony wumble, 

That's owre the sea t 

Anld, cantieKjtle nw weepers. w^ar, 
An' stain them wi' the saut, saiU: tear ; 
Twill mak her poor auld bew?t I ^qat^ 

inJiMersfi^e^ 
He was ber lanreai monie.a.yet(r, 

l!h^% QWf e the ses^ ! 

He saw misfortune's cauld nor-west 
Lang mustering up:.a. bitter blast ; 
A jillet brak his heart at last, ■ 

rU may she be ! 
So, took a birth afore the mast, 

An' owre the sea. 

To tremble nnder fi;>rtnne's cummook, 
On scarce a bellyfii* o' dnunmoak* 
Wi' his proud, ind^ndent stomach, 

Could ill agree ; 
So, row't hia knsdies in a hammock, 

An' owre the 8ea» 

He ne'er was gien to great misguiding, 
Vet coin his pooches wad nsi^ bide in -, 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding ; 

He dealt it free J 
Tbe rouse was a' that he took pride in, 

Tliat's owre the sea. 
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Jamaira bodies, use him well. 
Ad' hap him id a cosie biel : 
Ye*!! find him ay a daiaty chiel, 

And foa' o* glee ; 
He wad na wraog^d the vera deil^ 

ThaU owre the sea. 

Fareweely my rhyme-composiiig Billief 
Your native soil vras right iU-vrillie ; 
But may ye flomish like a lily, 

Now bomiiiie ! 
rU toast ye in my hindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea! 



TO A HAGGIS. 



Fair fa' yonr honest, sonsie face, 
Great chieftain o' the puddin-race f 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or.thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang 's my arm* 

Tlie groaning trencher there ye fill,) 
Your hurdies like a distant hill,, 
Your pin wad help to mead a mill 

In time o* need, 
While thro* your pores the dews distil 

Laiffi amber bead% 
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His knife see rnstic laboar digfat. 
An* cot you op wi* ready sligfaty 
Trenching your gudniig eotraiis bright 

like onie ditch ; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekio, rich ! 

Then horn for horn they stretch an' strive, 
D^ talL the hindmost on they drive. 
Till a* then* weel-swaU'd kytes belyve 

Are bent like dnuns ; 
Then anld goidman, maist like to ri?e, 

Bethankit hums. 

Is there that o'er his French nigou4 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Or JHoastee wad mak her spew 

Wi' perfect sconner, 
Xjooks. «Jown wi' sneering, scomiu' ?iew 

On sic a dinner I 

Poor devil 1 see him owre his trash, 
As feckless as a withered rash, 
His spindle shank a guid whip4ash, 

His nieve a nit; 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit! 

^t mark the rastic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling earth resounds his tread. 

Clap in his wadie nieve a blade, 

He'U mak it whissle ; 
An' leg8> an' anns, an' heads will sued, 

like taps o* thrissle* 
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Ye pow'n wha m^k panloMd your caie^ 
And dish them oat tb^r biH o' fne, 
Aald Scotlaiid wanteBBftBluflkiiig wase 

lOwtJaaps in luggies ; 
Qat, if ye wish her gn^eitk* p-ay'c, 

Gie he* a Haggis / 



. 4 I^EDICATION. 

TO (i^AVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Expect na, m^ in lUa awmtiony 
A fleediioy fleth'rin dedication, 
To roose yoa op, a»* ca' yeu giiid, 
An' spnmg o* great an' noble hki\dy 
Because ye're simamU like Ai»^nu«i 
iPerhaps related to the race ; 
Then when I'm tir'd— and sae ai>e ye^i 
Wi' mony a^ fulsome, sisAi' lie, 
Set up a face, bow I stop shorty 
For fear yonr medeity be hurt* 

This may do— mam do, sir, wi^ tkem wlm 
Maun please the great Mk fos a waaeftia ; 
For me ! sae hugh I needna bow. 
For, Lord be thaakit, I oan platt^^ 
And when I downa yoke % naig. 
Then, Lqrd be tbankit, I can beg; 
Sae I shall say, an' thaf s no flatt^riti, 
Its just sic poet, an' sic patron. 
The poet, some guid angel help him, 
Or else, 1 fba^^ some iH ane skelp him, 
tie may do weel for a' he's done yet, 
Put only he's no just begun yet. 
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The patron, (sir, ye maim forgive ne, 
I winna lie, eome what will o* me) 
On every hand it will aUow^ be, 
lie's just — nae better than lie sliould be. 

I readily and freefy grant, 
He downa see a poer man want ; 
What's no his ain he wiana tak it^ 
What aioce be §ays be winna bieak it ; 
Ought he can Irad he'll no refiuft, 
qnu aft his g^iidness Is abased : 
And rascate wl|yles that da him wiang, 
Ev*n that, be dees na miad it lang : 
As mastpr, landlord, hatband, fiitber^ 
He does na fiitt his part in either. 

Bot then, nae thanks to him ft>r a' that ; 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca* that ; 
It naethinj; bat a milder featare. 
Of oor poor, sinla' oornipt nature : 
Ye'U get the besi o' moral works, 
Itfang black Oentoos and pagan Turks, 
Or banters' wild on Peaotaxl,' 
Wha never heard af ertihedoxy. 
That he*s the poor man^ friend in need, 
The gentleman in word and deed> 
Its no thro' terror of d-mn-m>n ; 
Its just a carnal inclination. 

Morality, thoa daiK% bana, 
Thy tens o* thousands thou hast slain ! 
Vain is hts hope, whose stay and trast is 
In moral mercy, tniih> and jnstioel 

No—streioh a point to catoh a phck ; 
Abuse a brother to hii back; 
Steal thro* a winnock fra a wh-re, 
But point the rake thai Ib1|s the doeir 2 
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Be to the poor like onie wbimstane, 
And band tbeir noses to the gmnstane, 
Ply ev'ry art oMegal thieving; 
No matter, sticic to sound bdieving. 

Learn three-mile prayers, an' half-mile graces, 
Wi' weel-spread looves, an' lang, wry iaces ; 
Grunt up a solemn, lengthened groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own ; 
I'll warrant then, ye're nae deceiver, 
A steady, sturdy, stanndi believer. 

O ye wha leave the springs of Calvin, 
For gnmlie dubs of your ain delvin ! 
Ve sons of bere^ and error, 
Ye'll some day squeel in quaking terror ;' 
When vengeance draws the sword in wrath, 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 
When ruin, with bis sweeping besom. 
Just frets 'till Heav'n commission gies him : 
While o'er the harp pale misery moans. 
And strikes the ever-deepening tones, 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon, sir, for this digr^sion, 
J maist foigat my dedication $ 
But when divmity comes cross me. 
My readers still are sure to lose me. 

So, sir, ye see 'twas nae daft viq;K>ur, 
But I maturely thought it proper, 
When a' my works I did review, 
To dedicate them, sir, to Yon : 
Because (ye need na tak it ill) 
I thought them something like yonrsei. 

Then patronise them wi' your fiivour. 
And your petitioner shall ever— — 
I had amaist said, mer pray^ 
But that's a word I need na say ; 
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For prayin I bae little skill o*t ; 
I'm baith dead-sweer, aa* wretched ill o't; 
Bat I'se repeilt each poor man's pray'r, 
That kens or hears about yoo, sir — 

' May ne'er misfortane's gowling bark, 
Howl throngh the dweUing o' the Clerk/ 
May De'er his generous, honest heart, 
For that same generous spirit smart! 
May K*»****'s fin* honoured name 
Lang beet bis hymeneal flame, 
TiU H******»'s, at least a dizen, 
Are frae their nuptial labours risen : 
Five bonnie lasses round their table. 
And seven braw fellow^, stout an' able 
To serve their king and country weel, 
By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 
May health and peace, with mutual rays^ 
Shioe on the evening o' his days; 
Till his wee curlie John's ier-oe. 
When ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 
The last, sad, mournful rites bestow.' 

I will not wmd a lang conclusion, 
Wi' complimentary efiusion, « 

But whilst your .wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with fortune's smiles and fiivoursi 
I am, dear sir, with zeal most fervent. 
Your much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which pow'rs above prevent!) 
That iron-hearted carl, Want, 
Attended in bis grim advances, 
By sad mistakes, and black mischances. 
While hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly him. 
Make you as poor a dog as I am, 
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Your humble servant then no more ; 

For who woaid humbly serve the poor I 

But by a poor raao's hopes iu Heav'n 1 

While recollection's pow'r is given. 

If, in the vale of humble life. 

The vi<^tim sad of fortune's strife, 

I, through the tender gushii^ teair. 

Should recogniie my master dear, 

If friendless, low, we meet together, 

Then, sir, your hand — my friend and brother ! 



TO A LOUSE, 

ON §BBING owe Oil A.UkBT'S BOHNCT AT OHORCm 

Ha ! whare jre gaun, ye crowtia fbrlie ! 
Your impudence protects yon saifly: 
I cauna say but ye struot rarely, 

Owie gauze and lace ; 
Tho* faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 

Ye ugly« creepui, Uailit womieiv 
Detested, shunned by sannt an* shmer^ 
How dare ye set yohr fit upon her, 

SaefineahKfy! 
Gae somewhere ^se and seek ytfor dimer 

On some poor body. 

Swith, in some beggar's baffet squattle; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
WV ither kindred, jumpin cattle, 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations^ 
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Now hand yoa there, ye're out o' sight) 
Below the fiitt'rilsy snug an' tight; 
Na, iaith ye yet I ye'U no be right 

Till ^e*Te got on it. 
The very tapomt, tnwnwg height , 

O' Mi88*s bonnet. 



My soolii ! right banld ye «et your nose out^ 
As plomp and gmy a^ onie groset $ 

for some nuik^ fsercurial roaet, 

Or feUy red dmeddom, 
I'd gie yoa sic a fae«rty dooe on% 

Wad dress your droddnm ! 

1 wad na been surprisNel lo spy 
You on an anid wile's flainen toy ; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie bay, 

Oa'« wyUecoat ; 
But Misses fine Lnifardi t fie> 

How dare ye do't! 

O Jenny, dinna less jr4mr head. 
An' set your beauties a' abroad ( 
Ve little ken Irhat cursed speed 

The blastie's makin ! 
Tbae wial» and fittger^nds, I dread. 

Are notice takin ! 

O wad some powY fheg^e gfie iis 
To see oarsels as others ^ee us! 
It wad frae monie a bhinder iVee ns 

And foolish notion i 
What airs in drete fth' gait wad lea'o us. 

And ev'D Devotion! 
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EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

AN OLD SCOnsH BAUD. 

April Ist, 1785. 

While brien an' woodbines budding green. 
An' paitrick's scraichin load at e'en, 
An' morning ponssie whiddin seen. 

Inspire my mose^ 
This freedom in an unknown filen' 

I pray excnse. 

On iasten-«en we had a rockin, 

To ca' the crack and weave our stockin; 

And there was muckle fun and jokin, 

Ye need na doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokin 

At sang about 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best, 
That some kind husband had addrest . 

To some sweet wife : 
It thirl'd the heartstrings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

I've scarce heard ought describes sae weel. 
What generous, manly bosoms feel ; 
Thought I, < Oin this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Seattle's wark!' 
They tald me 'twas an odd kuid chiel 
■ ^ About Mairkirk. 
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It pat me fidgio-fiuii to hear't, 
And sae about him tbere I spier't. 
Then a* that ken't him roond declared 

He had ingine. 
That nane excelled it, few cam near't, 

It was sae tine. 

That set him. to a |wit of ale. 

An' either dpnce or merry tale. 

Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made hirasal, 

Or witty catches^ 
'Tween Ii|?enie8s and Ti?iotdale, 

i(e liad few matches. 

Then up I gat, an* swore an aith, 

The* I shoald pawn my pleagh and graith, 

Or die a cadger pownie^ death, 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an' gUl Fd gie them baith 

To hear your crack. 

■ 

But, first an' foremost,, I should tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell, 
\ to the cnunbo-jingle fell, 

Tho' rude an' roughs 
Yet croooing to a body's sel, 

l>oei weel eneugh. 

I am n^e poet, in a sease. 

Bat just a rhymer, like, by chance, 

An' hae to learning nae pretence, 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 

YOL. II. c 
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Your critic-folk may pock their nose. 
And say, ' How cao you e'er propose^ 
You wiia ken hardly verse frae prose, 

To mak a sang?' 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes^ 

Ye'i-e mfiy be wraog. 

Wfaat^s a' your jargon o* your schools. 
Your Latin names for horns an' stoob; 
If honest nature made yon fools, 

What sairs yoar grammars? 
Ye'd better taen np spades and shoots, 

Or knappin-hammers. 

> 

A set o* dull conceited hashes, ' 
Confuse their brains in college dassea! 
They gang in stirks^ and come out asses,, 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An' syne they think to climb Famassus 

By dmt o' Greek ! 

Cfie me ae spark o' Natore*^ fire. 

That's a' the learning I desire ; 

Hien though I drudge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart, 
My mnse, though hamely in attire, 

l^ay touch the heart, 

O for a sponk o' Allan's glee. 
Or Ferguson's, the banld and slee. 
Or height Lapraik's, my friend to be 
( If I can hit it ! 

That would he lear eneugfa for me. 

If I could get it«. 



SCOnSB POBMS«* fts 

Now, sir, if ye hae fiieods enow, 
Tbo' real fiiends, I blieve, are few, 
Yet, if your catalogue be foa, 

. I*ie no insist, 
Bat gif ye want ae friend that's trve, 

rm on your list. 

I winna blaw aboot mysel ; 

As ill I like my fiwts to tell ; 

Bat fiiends and folk that wish me well, 

They sometimes roose me, 
Tbo' I maan own, as monie still 

As fiu* abose me. 

There's ae wee fiiat they whiles lay to me, • 

I fike the lasses—Gude forgie me ! 

For monie a plack they wheedle free me. 

At dance or fair ; 
May be some ither thing they gie me 

They weel can spare. 

Bat Manchline race, or Maachline fiur, 
I shoald be proud to meet yon there -, 
We'se gie ae niglit's discharge to care. 

If we forgather, 
An' hae a swap o' rhymin-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 

The four-gill chap, we'se gar him clatter. 
An' kirsen him wi' reekin water ; 
Syne we'll sit down an' tak our whitter, 

To cheer our heart ; 
An' &ith, we'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 



il tmnuu vobms. 

Awa, ye selBsh waf^ nee^ 

Wha think that lia¥iB^ •«■••, an* fnuw, 

£¥"0 love an* friendship, shooh} give plaoe 

To catch-the-phick ! 
I dhma tike to see yew ftee, 

^or hear yonr crack. 

Bat ye whom social pleanirp channt, 
Whose hearts the tideof kisdMit mfmu^ 
Who hold your being on the tenns, 

^ fia^ aid the others,' 
Come to my bowl, oooae ta msy am>9 

My friends, my brothers! 

Bat, to condode my laog epistle, 
As my aald pen's worn to^the girissle ; 
Twa linea fne you wad gar me fissle^ 

Who am, most fenrent. 
While I can either sing, or wUssle, 

Yoar friend and servant 
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TO Tti^ SAME. 

April Silt, 1185^ 

While new-ca'd kye root at the stake, 
Ad* powniea reek in pleugh or braik, 
tUs honr on e'enki's edge t take. 

To own I'm debtor 
To honest-hearted, anld Lapraik, 

^or his kind letter. 

Forjesket aair, with weary legg^ 
Sattlin the com out<owre the rigs. 
Or dealing thro* amang the uaigs 

liieir ten hours bite. 
My awkart muse sair pleads and begs, 

I would na write. 

The tapetleaa ranlfeexled binie, 
8he*s saft at be»t» and somethiiig bugr, 
Qao' she, ' Ye ken, we've been sae bnajf 

This month an' mair. 
That tronth my head is grown right diaaei 

An* something sair.' 

Her dowff excuses pat me road ; 

* Conscience, (says I) ye thowless jad \ 

ril write, an' that a hearty bhiud, 

This Tern night; 
So dinna ye affiront your trade, 

But rhj^me it right 
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* Sbafl banld Lapndk, the kiog o* liearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack 6* cartes, 
Roose you sae weel for your deserts, 

In terms sae fiiendly ; 
Yet yell neglect to sbaw yonr parts, 

An* thank him kindly!' 

Sae I gat paper in a blink, 

An* down gaed stnmpie in the ink: 

Quoth I, ' Before I sleep a wink, 

I Yow ru close it ; 
An> if ye winna mak it clink, 

By Jove 141 prose it!' 

Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or buth thegither. 
Or sottie hotch-potch that*s rightly neither, 

Let time mak proofs 
But I shall scribble down some bletiier 

Just clean aff-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho* fortune use yon hard an* sharp ; 
Come, kittle up yonr moorland>harp 

Wi* gleesome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how fortune waft an* warp : 

She's but a b-tch. 

She*s gien me monie a jht an' fleg, 
Sin I could striddie owre a rig ; 
But, by the L-d, tho' I shouhl beg 

Wi* lyart pow, 
in laughy an' sing, an* shake my leg, 

Aslang'sldow! 
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N<»w conies the. sax an' twentieth stikim<sr 
I've seen the bud apo' the timmer. 
Still persecQted by the limmer 

Prae year to year; 
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

I, Rob, am here. 

Do ye envy the city gent, 

Behint a kist to He and sklent, 

Or purse-pToad, big wi' cent, per cent^ 

And mnckle warne. 
In some bit brugh to represent 

A Bailie's name P 

Or is't the pan|^ty, feudal Thane> 

Wi* ruffl'd sark an* glancing Gane> 

Wha thinks hunsel nae sheep-shank bane, 

But lordly stalks, 
While caps and bonnets alf are taen. 

As by he walks? 

* O ThoQ wha gies us each gnid gift! 
Gie me o' ynt an' sense a lift, 
Then turn me, if Thou please, adrift. 

Thro' Scotland wide ; 
Wi' cits nor lairds I wadna shift. 

In a' their pride!' 

Were this the charter of our state, 

* On pain o' hell be rich an' great/ 
Damnation then would be our fiite, 

Beyond reinead ; 
But, thanks to Heav'n, that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 
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For thus the royal maadate ran, 
'When first the hnman race begauii 
* The social, friendly^ honest mao^ 

Whate'er he be^ 
'Tis he fulfils great Nature's pUoiy 

Au'ttonebnthe!' 

O mandate glorious and divine 1 
The followers of the ragged Nine, 
Poor thoughtless devib ! yet may shine 

In glorious light. 
While sordid sons of Mammoit's line 

Are dark as night. 

Tho' here they scrape, ab^ Bqo«e£e, tSk* gtblrl^ 
Their worthless nievefli' of a soul 
May in some Tatare carcase hoWl 

The forest's fright; 
Or in some day-dfeteating owl 

May dkon the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Urns arise. 
To reach their native, k^dred skies, 
And sing their pletisutes, hopes, an' joys, 

In some niild sphere, 
Still closer knit in fiiefndship's ties 

fiach passing year! 



TO W. ^•••**iV, 

OCHILTKEB. 

May, 178^. 

t GAT your letter, winsome Willie ; 
Wi' gratefa' heart t thaDk you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly, 

An' un€0 vain. 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie» 
* Yoar flatterin strain. 

But Vae believe ye kindly meant it, 
I snd be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, siclelens sklenteii 

On my poor Musie ; 
Tho' in sic phraisin terms ye've ^enn'd it> 

I scarce excuse ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel, 
Should I but dare a hope to speel, 
Wi' Allen, or wi' Giibertfield, 

The braes o' fame > 
Or Feiguson, the writer-chiel, 

A deathless name* 

O Ferguson ! thy giorious ptrts 
111 suited law's diy, musty arts I 
My curse apon your whutistane hearts, 

Y« Eobmgh gentry t 
The tythe o' <#hat ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow'd his pantry ! 
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Yet when a tale comes i' my head, 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed, . 
As whiles they're like to be my deed, 

(O sad diseaie !) 
I kittle op my rustic reed ; 

It gies me ease. 

Aold Coila now may fidge fii' fiun, 
She's gotten poets o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their cJumters winna hain, 

Bat tune their lays 
Till echoes a' resomid again 

Her weel-aong praise. 

Nae poet thonght her worth his while^ 
To set her name in measured stile ; 
She lay like some miken'd-of isle 

Beside New-Holland, 
Or wfaave wild-meeting oceans boil 

Besouth Magellan. 

Ramsay an' fiunoos Ferguson 
Gied Forth an* Tsy a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tnne, 

Owre Scotland rings^ 
While Irwin> LQgar> Ayr, an' Doou, 

Nae body sings* 

The' Ilissos, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, • 
€Mide sweet in monie a tonefii' line ! 
But, Willie, set your fit to mine. 

An* cock your crest^ 
We'll gar onr streams an* burttie's shine 

Up wi' the best. 
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Well sing aidd Coila's plains an' feUs, 
Her moors red-brown itV beatber bells, 
Her banks an' braes, her dens and deUs, 

Wbere glorious Wallace 
Aft bore the gree, as story tells, 

Frae soatbron billies. 

At Wallace' name what Scotish blood 
Bot boils up in a spring-tide Bood! 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By WaUace' side, 
Still pressing onward, red-wat shod, 

Or glorious dy'd. 

O sweet are Coila's haughs an' woods. 
When lintwhites chant amang the bnd^ 
And ^^okin hares, in joDon^ns whids, 

Their loves enjoy. 
While thro' the braes the cushat croods 

With wailfu' cry ! 

ET>n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree ; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding drifts wild-iurious flee, 

Dark'ning the dayi 

O Naturel a' tliy shews an* forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms! 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi' life an' light. 
Or whiter howls, in gusty storms, 

The hing, dark night ! 
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The muse, nae poet ever fi»d kcr^ 
Till by himiel he leani'd to wAiMteri 
Adown some trottkig btm's meander^ 

Ad* no think lang ; 
O sweet, to stray an* pensive ponder 

Abeart-feltsang! 

The warly rhoe may dmdgc ta* drtvt^ 
Hog-shoather, jondie, stretch an' strive^ 
Let me fair Natkira's fiice desertve, 

Aad If vn* pleasure. 
Shall let the buqr^ grambling hive 

Bnm OVrre their treaaort. 

Fareweel, ' my rhyme-eompoiiftg britlMr V 
We've been ovrre king nnkenn'd to ither : 
Now let us kiy omr heads thegfithery 

In love fraternal : 
May Envy tralldp m a tether, 

Blaifik fiend, infernal ! 

While highlandiAen hate tolls an' takei; 
While moOifah' herds Vke gitid filt bhn^Mt 
While terra firma, oft fa^ft' akift 

Dittrnid turns, 
Count on a friend, In ihifh an' prt^t^y 

Jn ilobcirt Bums. 
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Mt meoiQTy's no worth a pr^ea } 

I had amaist forgotten clean. 

Ye bade nie write' j^qn what they n^cian 

3y this new-Ii^ht ', 
'Boot wl^ch o^r her^s sae aft h^e bee^ 

Malist lilie to fight. 

In days whep^ mankind yrere but callans 

At grammar, logic, an' sic talents, 

They took nae paims their speech to b^lapce, 

Qr rules to »e, 
Bat spak their thoughts in plain, braid laU^M^A 

^ke yciu or me. 

In tfaae aqld times, they thought the moon, 
Just like a sark, or paur o* shoon, 
W6re by degre08| till her la»t f oqq 

Gaed pa&t tbeur ^iewiofj^i^ 
An' shortly 9^ 4he was done, 

They ga^ a new one. 

This past for cerMi, npdispvtjgd ;" 
It ne'er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 
Till cbiels gat up an' wad conlute it, 

An* ea'd it wtangy 
An' muckle din there was abont it, 

Baith loud an' lang. 

\ §€e »9tie, vol. ^. p. 63.. 
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Some herds, weel learn'd upo' the beok. 
Wad threap anld folk the thing misteiik;* 
For 'twas the aold moon tam'd a neuky 

An' oot o' sighty 
An^ backUos-comui, to the leak, 

She grew mair brij^t. 

This was deny'd, it was affirm'd ; 

The herds an' hissels were ahurm'd: 

Tlie rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an' storm'd. 

That beardless huldies 
Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their aold daddies. 

Free less to mair it gaed to sticks ; 
Frae words an' aiths to clours an' nicks ; 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty cmnt; 
An' some, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were hang'd an* bnmt. 

This game vnA play'd in monie hinds. 
An' anld light caddies bare sic hands. 
That fiuth, the youngsters took the sands 

Wi' nimble sbanks. 
Till lairds forbade, by strict commands, 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

But new-light herds gat sic a cowe, 
Folk thought them ruia'd stick-and-stowe, 
Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe, 

Ye'll find ane plac'd ; 
An* some, their new-light iatr avow, 

Just quite bareiac'd. 
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Nae doubt the auld-ligbt flodu are bleatin ; 
Their zealoos herds are vex'd an' sweatin -, 
MjTsely Pve eveo seen them greetm 

Wi' ginnn spite. 
To hear the moon sae sadly lie'd on 

By word an' write. 

Bat shortly they will cowe the loons ! 
Some aold-light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind't, in things they ca' ballooosy . 

To tak a flight, 
An' stay ae month amang the moons 

An' see them right. 

Guid observation they will gie them; 

Ad* when the anld moon's gann to lea'e them. 

The hindmost shaird, they'll fetch it wi' them, 

Just i' their ponch. 
An' when the new-light billies see them, 

I think they'U croach I 

Sae, ye obserre that a' this clatter 

Is naething bat a * moonshine matter -,* ' 

But tho* dull prose-folk latin splatter 

In logic tahde, 
I hopcj we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sic brnhie. 
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EPISTI^ TO 4. «♦♦••**, 

INCLOSING SOME POEMS. 

O ROUGH, tti^c, ready-witted R • * * • • •, 
The wale o' coeks for fun and drinkin ! 
There's monib godly fblks are tbinkin, 

Yo«F dreams * an^ tricka 
Will send ycni) Korah-like, a-sinkiB, 

Strangiit to aald Nick's. 

Ye hae sae v^wm eracks an^ cants, 
And in your wicked, drucken rants, 
Ye mak a de^ o' Ihe fannts, 

A9* fill tiMm foo ; 
And then their faiHiigs, fl^ws, an^ waatiA 

Are a* seen tiiro'. 

HypocHiy^ in aiei^ spare it 1 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
iSpare't for their sakes wiia aften \rear ity 

TheladsinUack; 
But yoQr curst wit, when it conott ntar it,, 

Bi^es't aff their back. 

Think, ^cdked siiE(per, \yhft y«*re skaithing,, 
Its just the blue-gown badge an* daithing 
O' saunts ; tak that, ye lea'e them naithing 

To ken them by, 
Frae ony ui^regenerate heathen 

Like you or I, 

\ A certain humorous drean^ of his was t^en makiQE « 
liol^e m the country-side. 
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I've sent you here some rbymiDg wve> 
A' that I bargained for aa' mair ; 
SaCy when ye hae i^i honr to ppare, 

I vfill expect, 
Yon sang '; yell jien*t wi* canuie care, 

And no neglect. 

Tho' fiiith, sma' heart liae I to sing ! 
My Muse dow scarcely spread her wing! 
I've play'd mysel a bonnie spring. 

An' danc'd my fill f 
I'd better gaen s^i' saird the king, 

At Bunker's Hill. 

Twas ae night lately in my fiin, 

I gaed a roving wi' the gnn, 

An' brought a patrick to the gran, 

A bonnie tieOy 
An' as d» twilight was begun, 

Thought naae wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hurt; 

I stndkit it a wee for sport, 

Ne'er thinkin they wad fash me for't ; 

But, deilxna-carie! 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 

The bale affair. 

Some auld us*d hands' had ta'en a note, 
That sic a hen had got a shot -, 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

. I scom'd to lie ; 
So gat the wfaissle o' my groat, 

An' pay't the fee. 

< A song he h4d promlt'd the anther, 
iroi.*ii. » 
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But, by my gaa, o' gnns the Yrale, 
An* by my pouther an' my hail, 
An* by my hen, an* by her tail, 

I vow an* swear ! 
Tlie game shall pay o*er moor an* dale. 

For this, niest year. 

As 80on*s the clockin-time is by, 
An' the wee ponts begun to cry, 
L — d, I*se bae sportin by an' by, 

For my gowd guinea : 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kye 

For't, in Vii|pnia. 

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame f 
'Twas neither broken wing nor limb. 
But twa-tbree draps about the wame 

Scarce thro* the feathers ; 
An* baith a yellow George to claim, 

An' thole their blethers! 

It pits me ay as mad's a hare ; 

So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 

But pennyworths again is fair, 

When time^ expedient: 
Meanwhile I am, respected sir, 

Your most obedient 
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JOHN BARLEYCORNS^ 

A BALLAD. 

There was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high. 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

They took a plough and plongh'd him down. 

Pnt clods npon his head, 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

Bnt the cheerful spring came kmdly on, 

And showers began to fall ; 
John Barieycom got ap again, 

And sore surprised them all. 

The snltry sons of summer came. 

And he grew thick and strong, 
Hi« head weel arm'd wi' pomted spears. 

That no one should him wrong. 

The sober autumn enter'd mild, 

When he grew wan and pale ; 
Hia bending joints and drooping head 

Show'd he began to fail. 



40 t€N>Tl$H PiQUEili. 

His colour sickeii*d more and more. 

He &ded into age; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their deadly rage. 

They've taen a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cat him by ijie knee } 
Then ty'd him &8t*npon a C2irt^ 

Like a rogue for foigerie* 

They laid him down i^>on his hack, 

And Cttdgell'd him full sore ; 
They bong him up before ihe storm, 

Aiid tum'd him o'er tuad o'er. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
They heaved in Jobn Barjeycom, 

Tliere let him sink or swim* 

They laid him out upon the floor, 

Tb work him fiirther woe, 
And still, as signs of life appear'd,* 

Tbey toss'd him to and fro. 

They wasted, o'er a scordung flame, 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller ns'd bim worst of all. 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

And they hae taen his very heai't's blood, 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they dr?Msk, 
Their joy did more abound. 



John Barleycorn was a b«h> bold. 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if you do but taste hn Mood, 

Twill make your courage rise. 

Twill make a man forget his woe; 

Twill heighten all his joy : 
Twill make the widow*? heart to shig, 

Though the tear were in her eye. 

Then let as toast John Rarleyeofny 
Each man a ghus in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne*er fiill in old Scothind ! 



A FRAGMENT. 

Tue/GimeraiAle.' 

When Guilford good our pilot stoodi 

And did our heHnn thraw, man, 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea. 

Within America, man : 
Hien up they gat the maskin-pat, 

And in the sea did jaw, man ; 
An* did nae less, in fUl congress. 

Than quite rdine our law, num. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he Was na sbw, man ; 
Down Lowrie's bum he tooik a furtt; 

And Carleton did ca*, man : 
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Bat yet, what reck, he, at Qoebec, 

Montgomeiy-like did &', man, 
Wi' sword in hand, before his band^ 

Amang bis en'mies a^ man. 

Poor Tammy Gage witibin a cage 

Was kept at Boston ha', man ; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philaclelphia, man : 
Wi' sword an' gon he thought a sin 

Gaid christian blood to draw, man -, 
But at New- York, wi' knife an' fork, 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 

Bnigoyne gaed up, like spur an* whip. 

Till Fnaer bra?e did ia', man ; 
Tben lost his way^ ae misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
CorawaUis fought as lang's.he doughti 

An' did the backskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton'sj|laiTe frae rost to savCi 

He hong it to the wa', man. 

Then Montagne, an* Guilford too. 

Began to fear a &, man ; 
And Sackville donre, wha stood the stoure, 

Tbe German c^ief to thraw, man : 
For Paddy Burke, like ony Tbrk, 

Nae mercy had at a', man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box, 

An' lows'd his tinkler jaw, man. 

Hien Rockingham took up tbe game ; 

Till death did on him ca', man ; 
When-Sbelburne meek held up his cheek, 

Conform to gospel law, man : 
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Saint Stephen's boys, wi* jarring noise, 

Tbey did his measares thraw, man. 
For North an' Fox united stocks, 

An* bore him to the wa', man. 

Then dabs an' hearts were Charlie's cartes, 

He swept the stakes awa,' man, 
Till the diamond*s ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair fanx pas, man : 
The Savon lads, wi' loud placads. 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man ; 
An' Scothmd drew her pipe an' blew, 

* Up, Willie, waur them a', man!' 

Behind the throne then Grenville's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ! 
While slee Dundas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa', man : - 
An' Chatham^s wraith, in heavenly graitb, 

(Inspired bardies saw, man) 
WI' kindling eyes cried, < Willie, rise! 

Would I hae fear'd them a', man 1' 

But, word an' blow, North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowff 'd Willie like a ba', man, 
Till Sutbron raise, and coost their daise 

Behind him in a raw, man. 
An' Caledon threw by the drone, 

An' did her whittle draw, man : 
An' swoor fh' rude, thro' dirt an' blood 

To make it guid in law, man. 
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SONG. 

Tune, * Corn rigs are trannie.* 

It was upon a Laftimas nigftt, 

Wlien corn rigs are bonnie, 
Beneath the moon's unelooded Ufjbty 

I held awato Annie : 
The time flew by wl* Mntlesd hMl, 

Till 'tween the late and early ', 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed 

To see me thro' the barley. 

The sky was blue, the wifid was stilly 

The moon Was filing clearly ; 
I set her down, wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barley : 
I ken't her heart was a' my ain ; 

I lov*d her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Aniang the rigs o* barley. 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart was beating rarely : 
My blessinffs on (hat happy place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She ay shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 



secmsif foKMs. 45 

I hae been blytbe wi' edmrades dear; 

I hae been merry dHdktn ; 
I hae been joyfli' gatb'rin ^ar ; 

I hae been happy tbifikiiig: 
Bat a* the pleasures e'er J saw, 

Tho' three times donbi'd ftirff , 
That happy night was wotth them a*, 

Amang the rigs & barley. 

CHORUS. 

Com rigs, an* barley n^. 

An' com rigs are bcrnnle : 
I'll ne'er foi|;et that happy lught, 

Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 



tOM POSED IN AUGUST.' 
Tune, *■ I tad a lwra«, I M4 ni* ttatr.' 

Now westlin winds and slaoghteang guns 

Bring autnnin'^ pletHHrt wither ; 
The moorcock springs, on whwring wings, 

Amang the bloomiog heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain. 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon shines bright, when I ro?e at ni^t, 

To muse upon my charmer. 

The partridge loves the frnitfbl fells ; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells. 

The soaring hem tlie fountains : 
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Tliro* lofty groves the cnshat roves 
The |Mith of man to shun it; 

The hasel bmh o'erhangg the thrush. 
The spreading thorn the lumet. 

Thos ev*iy kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social Join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaunt, away ! the cmel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion; 
The sportsman's. joy, the murd*ring cry. 

The dutfring, gory pinion ! 

But Peggy dear, the ev'nlng's dear, 

lliick fUes the skimming swallow; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All ikding-green and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way, 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustlmg com, the fruited thorn, 

And ev'ry happy creature. 

Well gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly; 
rU grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 

Swear how I love thee dearly: 
Not vernal sbow'rs to budding flow'rs. 

Not autumn to the farmer, 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fiiir, my lovely charmer I 
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SONG. 
Tone, < My Nuiie» 0/ 

Behind yon hills where Lngar flows, 

*MaDg moors ao' mosses many, O, 
The wintry sun the day has clos'd. 

And ril awa to Nanie, O. 

Hie westlin wind blaws loud an' shill ; 

The night's baith mirk and rainy, O ; 
Bat I'H get my plaid, an' oqt Til steal, 

An' owre the hills to Nanie, O. 

My Nanie's charming, sweet an* yoang ; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile my Nanie, O. 

Her face is fair, her heart is tme. 

As spotless as she's bonnie, O ; 
The op'ning gowan, wet wi' dew, 

Nae porer is than Nanie, O. 

A country lad is my degree, ^ 

An' few there be that ken me, O ; 
But what eare I how few they be, 

I'm welcome ay to Nanie, O. 

My riches a's my penny-fee, 

An' I mann guide it cannie, O ; 
But warl's.gear ne'er troubles me, 

My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O, 
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Our auld gnidman delights to yiew 
His sheep an* kye thri?e bonnie, O ; 

Bot I'm as blythe that hauds his pleugb^ 
An' has nae care bat Nanie, O, 

Come weely come woe, I care na by, 
rU tak what Heav'n wiU seaT me, O; 

Nae ither care in life ha?e I, 
Bot U?e, an' lo?e my Name, O. 



GREEN CttOJir THE RASHES. 

A FRAGMfiNT. 



CHORUS. 



Green groir the raskes, O ; 

Green ^w the raahesy O; 
The sweetest hoars that e'er I spent. 

Are speAt amang the lasses, O. 

Thbre's noaght but care on ev^ry han* 

In ev'ry hoar that passes, O ; 
What signifies the life o' mav. 

An' 'twere na^ for the lasses, O. 

Green grow, &c. 

The warly race may riches chase, 
An' riches still may fly Ihea, O ; 

An' tho' at hist they cVkUt thcui fast, . 
Their hearts can ne'er eBjoy them, O. 

Oreea grow, &c. 
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Bot£gie me a canny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, O ; 
An* warly cares, an' warly men, 

May a* gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, &c. 

For yon sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye'f« nought but 8€#i#«less asses, O : 

The wisest ma^ t^e warP e'er saw. 
He dearly lov'4 the lasses, O. 

Green grow, &c. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 

Her noblest work she classes, O : 
Her prentice Jian' she firy'd on man. 

An' th«D she jnade the lasses, O. 

Gnem grow, &c. 
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SONG. 
Tane» ' Jockey's grey breeks.^ 

Again rejoidng nature sees 

Her robe assome its venial hues, 
Her leafy locks wave in the breeze 

All freshly steep'd in monung dews« 

CHORUS '. 

And maun I still on Menie * doat^ 

And bear the scorn that's in her e'e ! 
For it's jet, jet black, an' ifs like a hawk^ . 
• An' it winna let a body be ! 

In vain to ne the cowslips blaw, 

In vain to me the vi'lets spring ; 
In vain to me, in glen or shaw, 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

And maun I still, &c. 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 

Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks, 
But life to me's a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wanks. 

And maun I still, &c. 

1 This choras is |Hirt of a soiifl; composed by a geaUemiS 
in EdiDbnivh, a particular friend of the author's. 

* Menie is the common abbreviation of Mariamne. 
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The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang the reeds the dacklings cry, 

The stately swan majestic swims, 
And every thing is blest bat I* 

And maun I still, &c« 

The sheepherd steeks his fitnlding slap, 
And owre the moorlands whistles shill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring step 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And maun I still, kc. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe waokens by the daisy's side. 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

And maun I still, &c. 

Come, winter, with thine angry howl, 

^d raging bend the naked tree ; 
Thy {^oom will soothe my cheerless soul, 

When nature all is sad like me ! 

CHORUS. 

And maun I still on Menie doat. 
And bear the scorn that's in her e'e ! 

For it's jet, jet black, an' if s like a hawk. 
An* it winna let a body be. 
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THE FAREfVELL, 

TO TBS 
BRETHREN OF ST. JAHEB*S WDGE, TAR99LT0N< 

Time, ' Goodnight^ wd^oy be wi' yoo a'.* 

Adieu! alieert*ir«nny£NidiHli6«! 

Dear brot)ieiji of the myiUc tye! 
Ye fevour'^y y» 4)iMig|iten'<l few, 

CompaQio9S of m^ social joy ! 
Tbottgh I to iiffeiffffk liody must hie, 

Parsaiog Fortune's slidd'ry ba', 

With meltiog Jteart, and brimful efCf 

I ru mind yow stiU, tlioagli hr awa'» 

Oft have I met your social band, . 

« And spent the cheerful, festive night ; 

Oft, honoured with sqpreose command, 

Presided o'er the 4ons of light ; 
And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw; 
Strong memory on my heart shall writ^ 

Those happy scenes when &r awa\ 

May freedom, harmony, and love, 

Unite you in the grand design, 
Beneath th' omniscient eye above, 

The glorious architect divmel 
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That yon macj keep th' mierriiifi^ Kne^ 

Still rising by the plumnet's law, 
Till order bright completely shioe. 

Shall be my pray'r when &r awa** 

And yon farewell! whose merits claim, 

Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 
Hea?'n bless yoor honoured, noble name^ 

To Maaoniy and Scotia dear ! 
A last request permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a*. 
One round, I ask it with a tear. 

To him, the Bard that's far awa'. 



ELEGY 

ON 



CAPT. MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

A GEirrLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS 
HONOURS IMIHEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY OQI>l 



Bat now his radiant concse Is ran. 
For Matthew's coarse was bright ; 

His soal was like the Klerions saa, 
A matchless heavenly light ! 



O DEATH ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
Tlie meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to hb black smiddie, 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stock-fish come o'er his stnddte 

Wi' thy auld sides! 

VOL. II. E 
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He*B gaoe, hQ*8 gane! fae^s irae us torn, 
The ae best feUow e>er was born 1 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mourn 

By wood and wild. 
Where, haply, pity strays forlorn, 

* Frae man exil'd. 

Ye hais, tiear neebors o> the starns, 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns! 
Ye clifis, the haunts of sailing yearns, 

Where echo slumbers! 
Come join, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers! 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens! 

Ye hazly shaws and briery dens! 

Ye bumies, wimplin down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin din. 
Or fo9ming, Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae Un to Un. 

Mourn little harebells o^er the lee ; 
Ye stately foxgloves &ir to see ; 
Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 

In scented bow'rs ; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o» flowers. 

At dawn, when ev*ry grassy blade 

Droops mth a diamond at his head. 

At ev'n, when beans tlieir fragrance shed, 

I» til* rustling gale, 
Ye mankitts whiddin thro' the glade, 

Come join my wail. 
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Monni, ye wee songsten o' the wood ; 
Ye gronss that crap the heather bud ; 
Ye curlews calling tliro' a clad ; 

Ye whistliog plover ; 
And monrn, ye whirring paitriclc brood ; 
He's gane for ever! 

Moarn, sooty coots, and speckled teab, 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi* airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire. reels, 

. .. Rair for his sake. 

Mourn, clamoring craiks at close o' day, 
'Mang fields o* flow'ring clover gay; 
And when ye whig your annual way 

Fraeour oauld shore, 
Tell thae fiir warls, wha lies in clay. 

Wham we deplore. 

Ye houlets, firae your ivy bow*r, 
In some auid tree, or eldritch tow'r, 
What time the moon, wi' silent glowr, 

Sets up her horn. 
Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife mom! 

O rivers, fprests, hills, and. plains I 
Oft have ye heard iny canty strains; 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe; 
And frae my een the dropping rains 

Maun ever flow. 
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Monrn, spring, tiio« dariiag of the yearf 
nk cowstip cap shall kep a tear : 
Thou, smimery while each corny upen 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flowery tresBe^ shear, 

For him that's dead ! 

Then, aotamn, wi* thy yellow hur, 
In grief thy sallow aaantle tear I 
Thou, winter, bartiog thro* the air 

The roaring blast. 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we*ve lost ! 

Moam him, thoa snn, great source of fight ! 
Mourn, empress of the silent night ! 
And yon, ye twinkfing stamies bright, 

My Matthew mourn! 
For through your orbs he's taen his fiighl^ 

Ke'er to return. 

O Henderson! the man! the brother! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever! 
And hast thou crost that unknown river, 

life's dreary bound I 
Like thee, where shall I find another. 

The world around ! 

Go to your scnlptur'd tombs, ye OrpAt, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state! 
But by thy honest turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fallow's &te 

E'er lay in earth. 



seonsH FOEMs. 5r 



i 



f 



l^lf 



THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger! my story's brief. 
And truth I shall rdate, man ; 

I tell uae common taJe o' griel^ 
For Matthew was a great num« 

If thoD uncommon merit hast. 
Yet spam'd at fortune's door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

J£ thou a noble todger art. 

That passest by this grave, man, 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew was a l^ve man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw uncommon tight, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise. 
For Matthew was a bri^t man. 



then at friendship's tecred ca' 
Wad Ufe itself resign, man ; 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa'. 
For Matthew was a kind man ! 

If thou art staunch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man ; 

This was a kmsman o' thy ain. 
For Matthew was a true man. 



X 
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If thou hast wit, and fiin and fire, 
And ne'er gude wine did fear, man; 

Tids was thy billie, dam^ and sire, 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whiggish whingin sot. 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; 
May dool and sorrow be his lot, 

For Matthew was a rare man. - 



LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS, 



W' 



ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 



Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the grassy lea : 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streamsy 

And glads the azure skies; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That &st in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the meny raom> 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring; 
The mavis wild wi' many a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice^ 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest 
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Now blooms tlie lily by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae -, 
The hawtliorn's budding in the gleo. 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fiiir Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
Bnt I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

M aon lie in prison Strang. 

I was the Qneen o* bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fa' lightly rase I in the mom,' 

As blythe lay down at e'en : 
And I*m the sov'reign of Scotland^ 

And mony a traitor therej 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands, 

And never-ending care. 

But as for th^e, tboa false womaoi 

My sister and my iae, 
Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword 

That thro* thy soal shall gae : 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that draps on woands of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son! my son! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine : 
And may those pleasures gild thy reigny 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's iaes^ 

Or turn their hearts to thee; 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend, 

Remember him for me t 
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O ! soon, to me, may smmiier-faiis 

Nae mair light up th€l morn \ 
Nae mair, to me, the autnran winds 

Wave o*er the yellow corn! 
And in the narrow hooae o* death 

Let winter round me rave; 
And the next flow'iSt that deck the spriagy 

Bloom on my peacefiil grave. 



LAMENT 

roa 

JAMES EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

The wind blew hollow iirae the hills, 

By fits the smi's departing beam 
Look'd on the fadmg yellow woods 

That wav*d o^r Lngar's wtndmg stream : 
Beneath a craigy steep, a foard. 

Laden with years and meiUe pain. 
In loud lament bewaii'd his lord. 

Whom death had ail nntiBTCly ta'en. 

He leaned him to an ancient aik, 

Whose trunk was mouldering down with yetft^ 
Hb locks were bleached white with time^ 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ; 
And as he touched his trembling harp. 

And as he tun'd bis doIeAd saqg, 
The winds, bunentup^ through their cavef^ 

To echo bore the notes alang.— * 
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* Ye seatterVl birds tfaat fiuntly nog 

The relics of the venuil qaire! 
Ye woods that shed on a' the wmds 

The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short mootlis, and glad and gay^ 

Again ye'U charm the ear tad e'e > 
Bat nocht in all revolving tine 

Can giadness bring agam to me. 

^ I am a bending i^d tree, 

That king has steed the wind and rain; 
Bat now has cone a erael blast. 

And my last haid of earth is gane : 
Nae leaf o' nine diall greet the springy 

Nae simmer son exalt my Uoom; 
Bat I maan lie before the storm, 
' And itbers plant them in my room. 

*■ I've seen sae mony chaageiii* years, 

On earth I am a straqger grown^ 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike nnknowing and unknown : 
Unheard, unpitied^ unrelieved, 

I bear alane my lade o' care. 
For silent, low, on beds of dost, 

lie a' that wonld my sorrows share. 

^ And last, (the sun of a* my griefe!) 

My noble master fies in clay ; 
The flower amang our barons bold, 

His country's pride, bis coantry*s stay i 
In weary being now I pme, 
' For a' the * life of life' is dead, 
And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wing for e?er fled. 
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< Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

The Toice of woe and wild despaur I 
Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

Then sleep in silence ever mair I 
And thon, ray last, best, only frieiid. 

That fiUest an ttnthnely tomb, 
Accept this tribnte from the bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom* 

* In poverty's low barren vale, 

H^ck mists, obscure, involved me round ; 
Though oft I tnm'd the wistfiil eye, 

Nae ray of &me was to be found: 
Thou found'st me, like the morning sua 

That melts the fogs in limpid air, 
The friendless bard and rustic song,. 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

< 1 why has worth so short a date ^ 

While villains ripen grey with time ! 
Must thou, the noble, generous, great. 

Fall io bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
Why did 1 live to see that day ? 

A day to me so fiiU of woe ? 
1 had I met the mortal shaft 

Which hiid my benefactor lowt 

< The bridegroom may forget, the bride i 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; > 
The monarch may forget the crown 

That on liis head an hoar has been ; 
The mother may forget the child 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee : . 
But ril remember thee, Gleocaim, 

And a' that thou bast done for me V \ 
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TAM (y SHANTER. 

A TALE. 



Of Brownyis ind of B«gilis fall is this buke. 

OAWIN DOUGLAS. 



When chapman billies leave tiie street, 
And dronthy neebors, neebors meet. 
As market-days are wearing late. 
An' folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we sit bousing at the nappy. 
An' gettin fou and nnco happy, 
We think na on the king Scots miles. 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and styles, 
That lie between ns and our hame, 
Wbare sits oor sulky suUen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nnning her wrath tb keep it warm. 

This truth land honest Tarn o' Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Aold Ayr wham ne'er a town surpasses. 
For honest men and bonny lasses). 

O Tarn t hadst thou but been sae wise, 
As taen thy ain wife Kate's advice ! 
She tanld thee weel thou was a skellnm, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ^ 
That frae November tiU October, 
Ae market-day. thou was nae sobePi 
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That iika melder, m* the miller, 

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller; 

That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe od. 

Hie smith and thee gat roaring fou -on, 

That at the L— d's house, ev'n on Sunday, 

Thou drank wi* Kirton Jean till Monday. 

She prophesied that late or soon, 

Thou would be found deep drown*d in Doon; 

Or catch*d wi' warlocks in the mirtiy 

By AUoway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames f it gars me greet. 
To think how mony counsels sweet. 
How mony lengtben'd sage advices, 
The husband firae the wife despises ! 

But to our tale : — A« market aif^t^ 
Tam had got planted unco right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezini; finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank 4iviDely ; 
And at his elbow, souter JohoBy, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy erony; 
Tam lo*ed him like a very brither ; 
They had been fou for weeks the^ther. 
The night drave on wi* sangs an' clatt«r } 
And ay the ale was growing better; 
The landlady and Tam grew graciooB ; 
Wi' favours, secret, sweet, and prectow : 
The souter tanld his qeerest stories; 
The landlord's laugh, was ready cdtionia : 
The storm without might rair and rostie, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy. 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy. 
As bees tlee hame wi' lades o* treasure. 
The nunutes wiag'd their way wi' pieaswe : 



tCOnSH POEMS. 65 

Kings may be blest, bat Tain was glorious, 
O'er a' the Ub o' life Tictorioos. 

But pleamres are like poppies spread. 
Yon seize the flowY, its bloom is shed ; 
Or like the snoW'&Us in the rirer, 
A moment white—- then melts for ever ; 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere yon can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lotely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. — 
Nae man can tether time or tide ; 
The hour approaches Tarn mann ride ; 
That honr, o* night's black arch the key*stane, 
That dreary honr he mounts his beast in ; 
And sic a night he taks the road in. 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its hist ; 
The rattling showers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow^ ; 
Lond, deep, and lang, the thunder bellowed : 
That night, a child might understand, 
The deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg. 
Tarn skelpit on through dob and mire. 
Despising wind, and min, and fire ; 
Whiles holding fast his gnde blue bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o'er some anld Scots sonnet ; 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares. 
Lest bogles catch hhn unawares ; 
Kirk-Alloway was drawuig nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houiets nightly cry. — 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw tlie chapman smoor'd 5 
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And pM the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane ; 
And throuj^ the whins, and by the caim. 
Where banters iand the mnrder'd baiin ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mango's miUier hang'd hersel. — 
Before him doon pours all his floods ; 
The donbling storm roars through the woods ; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll ; 
When, glimmering through the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Through ilka bore the beams were glancuag ; 
And load resounded mirth and dancing.-— 

Inspiring bold John Barieyeom! 
What dangers .thou canst make us scorn! 
Wi* tippenny, we fear na evil ; 
Wi' nsqaebae we'll face the devil ! — 
The swats sae ream*d in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Mag^e stood right sair astonished, 
Till, by the heel and hand adoMHiish'd, 
She ventur*d forward on the light : 
And, vow! Tarn saw an unco sight! 
Warlocks and witches In a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, . 
Pot life and mettle in their heels, 
A winnock-bunker in the east. 
There sat anld Nick, in shape o* beast ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large. 
To gie them music was his chai^ : 
He screwed the pipes and gart them skirl, 
Till roof and ratters a' did dirl— 
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Coffins Btofid round, like open presses; 
That 8haw*d the dead in tlieir last dresses ; 
And by some deyilish cantrip slight, 
Each ill its caald hand held a light-* 
By wliich heroic Tarn was able 
To note npon the haly table, 
A marderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 
Twa-span lang, wee, anchruten*d bairns ; 
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape ; 
Five tomabawks, wi' bhide red-rusted -, 
Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted; 
A garter, which, a babe had strangled ; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft, 
The grey hairs' yet stack to the heft ; 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu'. 
Which ev'n to name vrad be unlawfn'. 

As Tapimie glowr'd, amaz*d, and curiouS| 
The mirth an fun grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reel'd, they set, they crossed, they cleekit^ 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, 
And coost her dnddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in her sark ! 

Now Tarn, O Tarn ! had thae been queans 
A' plump and strappuig in their teens; 
Their sarks, instead o* creeshie flannen. 
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen ! 
Their breeks o* mine, my only pair. 
That ance were plush, o' gude blue hair^ 
I wad hae gi'en tliem off my hurdles, 
For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies! 
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Bat withei'd beklansi aold and dr^, 
Rigwoodie bags wad spean a foal, 
Lowping an' flinging on a cnunmock, 
I wonder didna tarn thy stomach. 

But Tarn kend what was what fa' brawlie. 
There was ae winsome wendi and wawlie, 
That night enlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kend on Carrick shore ; 
For mony a beast to dead she shot, . 
And perish'd mony a bonnie boat, 
And shook baith meikle com and bear, 
And kept the conntry-side m fear). 
Her cutty sark, o' Paisley ham, 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty, 
It was her best, and she was vaontie. — 
Ah! little kend thy rcTerend grawney 
That sark she coft fer her wee Nannie, 
Wr twa pond Scots, ('twas a' her riches)^ 
Wad evergrac'd a damce of wKches! 

But here my Mnse her wing maun coar ; 
Sic flights are hr beyond her pow'r; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was and Strang), 
And how Tam stood, hke ane bewitch'd, 
And thought his very een emich'd ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg*d fli' fiiia. 
And hotcb'd and blew wi' mi^ and maui : 
Till first ae caper, syne aqstber, 
Tam tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars out, * Weel done, Cutty-sark !' 
And in an instant all was dark: 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
Mlien out the hellish legion sallied. 
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As bees bias out wi* asgry fyke, 
Wben plandering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pnssie's mortal foes. 
When, pop ! she starts before their aose ; 
As eager rnns the market-crowd, 
When, * Catch the thief!' resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldrit^ skreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam ! ah, Tarn I thon'U get thy fiurin ! 
In hell they'll roast thee hke a herrin ! 
In Yain thy Kate awaits thy comin! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman ! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane * of the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make, • 
The fient a tail she Iiad to shake f 
For Nannie, far before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Magn^e prest. 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle— 
Ae spring brought off her master haie^ 
But left behind her ain grey tail: 
The carlin claugbt her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wba this tale o* truth shall read, 
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed : 

1 It is a weU-knowD tradition that witcbea, or any evil 
spirits, bave no power to follow a poor wigtat any fartber 
tban tbe middle of the next running stream.— It may be 
proper likewise to mention to the benighted trareller, that 
wben be falls in with bogles, whatever danger may be in bis 
going forward, there is mucb more hazard in turning back. 

VOL. II. F 



70 SCOTISU P6EM8. 

Whene'er to drink you are iocliaVl, 
Or catty-iarks ron in yoar mindy 
Think, ye may bay the joys o'er dear, 
Remember l^un o' Shantei's mare. 



tiPJTAPH 

tm A CELKBRATED RULING ELDER. 

Here sowter * * * * in death does sleep ; 

To h-U« if he*s gane thither, 
Satan, gje him thy gear to keep, 

He'll baud it weel theg^ther. 



EPITAPH 

ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 



Bbixiw thir stanes lie Jamie's banes : 

O death, itfs my opinion, 
Thon ne'er took snch a bleth'rin b-tch 

Into thy dark dominion I 
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1 

EPITAPH 

ON WEE JOHNNY. 



Hie Jacet wee Johnnie. 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know, 
That death has raurder'd Johnnie ! 

An' here his body lies fa' low 

For saul be ne'er had ony. 



A BARD*S EPITAPH. 



f s there a whim-mspired fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rale, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool, 

Let him draw near; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool, 

And drap a tear. 

Is there*a hard of rustic song, ^ 
Mlio, notdleft, steals the crowds among, 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling strong. 

Here, heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose judgment dear, 
C4in others teach the conrae to steer, 
Yet rans, himself, Ufe's mad career, 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, through the starting tear, 

JSnrvey this grave. 



The poor inbabittnt below 

Wai quick to leanpi and fvite to know. 

And keenly ielt the friendly glow. 

And softer flame. 
Bat thoughtless ibllieft kid him low, 

Aad stMB'd his name ! 



Reader, attend — whether thy soul 
Soars ihncy's flights beyond the poie. 
Or darkling grabs this earthly hole, 

In low parsoit ; 
Know, prodent, cantioas, setf-controly 
f' Is wisdom's root. 



09 TUB 

LATE CAPTAIN GROSSES 

PEREORfWATIOllS THROUGH SCOTLAND, COL^CT- 
INO THE ANTIQDITIES OV TBAT'KIIfGDOlt. 

Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brifher Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it: 
A chield*s amang you, taku^ notes, 

And, fiuth, he'll prent it. 

If in yonr boonds ye chasMe to ]ighft> 
Upon a 6Be, fiit, fodgel wight, 
O' stature short, bat genias bright, 

That's he, mark we al ■ 
And wow ! he has an anco slight 

O* cuik and keel. 



By some aold, hookt-haiiotedy liiggia % 
Or Kirk deserted by iti riggpn. 
If 8 tcD to ane ye'U find him snug in 

Some eldritcb part, 
Wi' deilBy they say, L-hI sa)fe 's! coUeagnin 

At some black art- 
Ilk ghaist that haants anld ha' or chamer, 
Ye gipsey-gang that deal in glamor, 
And yon deep read in taell's Mack gfaonmr, 

Wartocki avd witekes; 
Yell qnake at hia eonjariBg hammer. 

Ye mkhnght b ct . 

Its tanld he was a sodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
Bat now he's qnat the spartle blade, 

And dog-skin wallet^ 
And ta'en the — ^Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He luB a footh o' anld nick-nackets : 
Rnsty aim caps and jinglin jackets % 
Wad hand the l.«othians three in tackets, 

A towmont gode ; 
And parritch-patB, and anld sant-backets. 

Before the Flood. 

Of £?e's first fire he has a cinder ; 
Anld Tnbalcain's fire-shool and fender; 
That which distmguished the gender 

O* Balaam's ass ; 
A broom-stick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi' brass. 

1 Vide his Antiquities of ScoUand. 

* Vide liis treatise on ancient armonr and weapons. 
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Forbye, he*ll aiiape you af fd* gleg 
The cnt of Adaiifs philibeg; 
The knife that nicket AbePs craig 

He'U prove jon fiiUyy 
It was a findding joctelegy 

Or bmg-kail gallie. — 

Bat wad ye see him in his glee. 
For meikle glee and fiui has he. 
Then set him down, and twa or three 

Gude fellows wi' him > 
And port^ O port ! riiine thou a wee, 

And then ye'll see him I 

Now, by the poVrs o* verse and prose ! 
Thou art a dainty chield, O Grose! — 
Whae'er o* thee shall ill suppose, 

They sair misca' thee ; 
I'd take the rascal by the nosfe, 

Wad say. Shame &* thee. 



SOOnSH POEMS,' 7> 



THB 

HUMBLE PETITION 

OF BRUAR WATER ' TO THE NOBLE DUKB OP 

ATHOLE. 

Mt Lord, I know, your noUe ear 

Woe oe'er assails in yain ; 
Emboldened thus, I beg you'll hear 

Your humble slave cpnplaio; 
How saucy Phoebus' scorching beams, 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams, 

And drink my crystal tide. 

The lightly-jumping glowrin trouts, 

That thro* my waters play, 
If, in their random, wanton spouts. 

They near the margin stray ; 
If, hapless chance! they linger lang, . 

I'm scorching up so shallow, 
Tliey're left the whitening stanes amang, 

In gasping death to wallow. 

Last day I grat wf spite and teen. 

As poet Bums came by, 
That, to a bard I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry : 

> Brur Falls, in Athole, are exceedingly picturesqne and 
beantlfal ; bnt their effect Is much impaired by tlie want of 
trees and shrubs. 
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A phinegyric rhyme, I ween, 
Even as I was he shor'd me; 

But had I in my glory beeo^ 
He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the skelvy rocks, 

Ib twisting strength I rin; 
There, high my boiling torrait smokes^ 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 
Enjoying hu'ge efleli spring and w«fl 

As Nature gave them me, 
I am, altho' I sayt mysel. 

Worth gaun a mil6 to see. 

Would then my noble master please 

To grant my highest wishes. 
He'll shade my buiks wi' tow'ring trees. 

And bonnie spreading boshes. 
Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

Youll wander on my banks. 
And listen mony a grateful bird 

Return you tuneful thanks. 

The sober laverock, warbling wild, 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 
The gowdspink, arane's gayest efaiM, 

Shall sweetly join the choir: 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear^ 

The mavis mild and mdlow; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer. 

In all her locks of yellow : 

This too a covert shall ensure. 
To shield them from the storm ; 

And coward maukin sleep secure, 
Low in her grasqr form : 



seontH poms. 77 

Here shall the dieplMrd tuA» hk HM^ 

To weave his crown of ilow'n ; 
Or find a sheltering safe retreat, 

Yrom prone desoendiiig •how'n. 

And liere, by sweet endearing stealth. 

Shall meet the Itfring p^y 
Deapisuig worids with all their wealth 

As empty idle care : 
The flowers shall vie in all their duurms 

Tbe hoar of heaven to grace, 
And birks extend their fragnmt arms 

To scfeen the dear embnuie. 

Here haply too, at vensnl dawn, 

Some musing bard may stmy, 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn^ 

And misty moontam, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper^ ai|^tly beam. 

Mild-chequering throngh the trees. 
Rave to my darkly dashing stream, 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeaa. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 

My lowly banks o'erspread. 
And view, deep-bending in the pool. 

Their shadows' watry bed I 
Jjet fragrant birks in woodbines drest 

My craggy clifis adorn ; 
And, for the little songster's nest. 

The dose embowering thorn* 

So may, old Scotia's darting hi^, 

Toor little angel band, 
Spring, like their firtbers, np to pro^ 

Their honoured native land ! 
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So may tbroagfa Albion's furthest keu. 

To social-fiowmg glasses. 
Hie giace be-^< Atlu>le's honest meo, 

And Athole's bonnie lasses !' 



ON the: 

BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BORN IN PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY 
K IM8TRESS. 

Sweet floweret, pledge o' meikle love. 

And ward o* mony a pray'r, 
What heart o' stane wad thon na* move, 

Sae helpleasy sweet, and fair. 

November hirples o*er the lea. 

Chill, on tliy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas ! the sheltering tree. 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gies the rain to pour, 

And wings l£e blast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving show'r. 

The bitter firost and snaw. 

May He, the friend of woe and want. 

Who heals life's various stoands, 
Protect and guard the mother plant, 

And heal her cruel wounds 
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Bat late sbe floorish'd, rooted fest^ 

Fair on the snmmer morn: 
Now feebly bends she, m the blast, 

Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thoa lovely gem^ 

Unscath'd by roffian hand ! 
And from thee many a parent stem 

Arise to deck oar land. 
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ENGLISH POEMS. 



THE LAMENT, 



AiCCASlOSED BY THE UIHFORTUNATB ISSUE OF A 
FRIEND'S AMOUR. 



Alas! bow ofldoes Goodness wound itself! 
And tweet Affection prove tlie spring of woe. 

HOME. 



THOU pale orb) that silent shines, 
While care-nntroubled mortals sleep! 

Thoa seesl a wretch that inly pines» 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With woe .1 nightly vigils keep. 
Beneath thy wan anwarmmg beam ; 

And mourn in lamentation deep, 
How^life and love are all a dreanL 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 

The fiiintly-marked distant hill : 
i joyless view thy trembling horn, 
Reflectedpin ^e gargling rill : 
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My fondly-flattering heart, be stiU ! 

Thoo busy pow'r, Remembnuicey cease I 
Ah! most the agomzing thrill 

For e?er bar retaming peace ! 

No irily-feign'd poetic pains, 

My sad, love-lorn Jamenliiigs daim ; 
No shepherd's pipe — ^Arcadian strains ; 

No fiibled tortares, qoaint and tame : 
The plighted fiiith ; the mataid flame ; 

The oft attested powers above : 
The promised Father's tender name : 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptar'd moments flown : 
How have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 

For her dear sake, and her's alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone, 

My secret heart's exulting boast ? 
And does she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she ever, ever lost ? 

Oh I can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, lost to truth. 
As from the fondest lover part. 

The plighted husband of her youth! 
Alas I ^6*8 path may be nnsmooth ; 

Her way may tie through rough distress! 
llien, who her pangs and pains will soothe. 

Her sorrows share and make them less ? 

Ye winged hours that o'er us past, 
Enraptnr'd more, the more enjoy'd, 

Your dear remembrance in my breast. 
My foad|y.treasur'd thoughts employed. 
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That breast how dreary now, and void. 

For her ^oo scanty once of room ! 
Ev'n every ray of hope destroyed, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom! 

The mom that warns the* approaching day. 

Awakes me up to toil and woe : 
I see the honrs in long array, 

That I most suffer, lingering, slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe, 

Keen recollection's direful train, 
Most wring my soul, ere Phcebus, low, 

Shall kiss the distant, western main. 

And when my nightly conch I try, 

Sore-harass*d out with care and ffki. 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief. 

Reigns haggard-wild, ia sore afiQEight : 
Ev'n day, all-bitter, biii^ reUef, 

From soch a horror-breathiiig night. 

O thon bright queen, who o'er the' expanse. 

Now bi^^est reigns't, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Observed os, fondly-wandering, stray! 
The time, unheeded, sped away, 

While love's luxurious pulse beat high 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray. 

To mark the mutual kindling eye. 

Oh! scenes in strong reijKimbraQce set I 

Scenes, never, never to ij^ynrn! 
Scenes, if in 8t\ippr I forgf^ bjio'i^' 

Again I feel; agjtjii I bomJ '- •'■* J'" 
VOL. II. o ' 
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From every joy and pteasnre torn, 
life's weary vale I'll waeder throngbf 

And hopeless, comfortless, FU mount. 
A faithless woman's broken vow^ 



DESPONDENCY, 

AS ODE. 



Oppressed with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a gallihg load, 
Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim backward as I cast my view, 
. What sickening scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through. 
Too justly I may fear! 
Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter dooqi; 
My woes l^ere shall dose ne'er. 
But with the closing tomb 1 

Happy, ye sons of busy life, 
Who, equal to tlie bustlii^g strife, 

No other view regard I 
Ev'n when the wishftA eairs demed. 
Yet while tbelwyilniMare plied, 

They brii|g'ttefr own revFard: 
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Whilst I, a hope-abaDdbn*d wight. 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet eveiy sad returning nij^t 
And joyless mom the same, 
Yon bustling, and justling, 

Forget each grief and pain ; 
I listless, yet restless. 
Find every prospect vain. ' 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Within his humble cell, 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 

Beside his crystal well! 
Or, haply, to his evening thought, 

By unfrequented stream. 
The ways of men are distant brought, 
A faint collected dream: 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to Heav'n on high, 
As wandering, meandering. 
He views the solemn sky. < 

Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
Where never human footstep traced. 

Less fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And just to stop, and just to move. 

With sel^respecting art: 
But ah ! those pleasures, loves, anci joys^ 

Which I too keenly taste. 
The solitary can despise. 

Can want, and yet be blest! 



8S XMGUftR POBIU. 

He needs not, he heeds aot^ 
Or human love or hatey 

Whilst I here fiMst try imtf 
At peifidy ingnte ! 

Oh! enviable, eaify days. 

When dancing thooghtlen pteaanre^ 

To care, to goilt mAatof^n ! 
How ill exchanged for riper times. 
To feel the follies, or the crimesy 
. Of others, or my oim 1 
Ye tiny elves that guiltlesa qpert, 

lAe linnets in the biish. 
Ye little know tl^e ills ye eoort. 
When manhood is yonr wirii! 
The losses, the erosfeeB, 

That active man eagage ! 
The fears all, ike tears all, . 
Of dim-declining age ! 
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AFTON WATER. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among iSbj green braesy 
Flow gentiy, m sing thee a song in thy praise ; 
My Maiy*s asleep by thy mnrmnring straaUy 
Flow gently, sweet Alton, disturb not her dream. 

Then stock-dove whose echo resounds through the 

Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny deo, 
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fiiir. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hiDs, 
Far mark*d with the courses of clear winding rillsj 
There daily I wander s|s uoon rises higit. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleyB below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft as mild evening weeps orer the lea. 
The sweet-scented biik diades my Mary and me. 

Thy ciystal stream, Afton, how k»valy it glides, 
And nvittds by the cot where my Mary resides; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy foot lave. 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems tlqr clear 
vrave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme ofmy biys ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 
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TO 

MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray, 

Tlmt lov'st to greet the early niiom» 
Again then usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary I dear departed shade I 

Where is thy place of blissiiil rest? 
See's! thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thon the groans that rend his breast? 
That sacred hour can I forget. 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting loVe ! 
Eternity will not effiice 

Those records dear of transports past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! httle thought we *twas our last! 
Ayr guigting kiss'd his pebbled shore. 

Overhung with wild woods, thickening, green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawUiom hoar, 

Twin'd amorous round the raptur'd scene. 
The flowers sprang vranton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray, 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west ' 

Proclaimed the speed of win^i^ day. 
Stin o'er these scenes my memory mikes, ^ 

And fondly broods with miser care ; ^ 

Time but the' impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wearu v 



Hy Mary, dear departed shade! 

Where is thy blissftd place of rest? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thon the groaus that reud his breast? 



MAN WAS MADE TO MOVRN: 

▲ DIRGE. 

When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One evening, as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spied a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His fiice Vras farrow'd o'er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 



Voang stranger, whither wanderest thou ?* 
Began the reverend sage ; 
Does tlurst of wealth thy step constrain. 
Or youthful pleasure's rage? 
Or, haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thon hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 
The miseries of man. 

• 

* The sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Ott^spreading iajr and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride -, 
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I*ve seen yon weary wmter-«im 

Twice forty times retam ; 
And every time has added prooft, 

That man was made to mowtt. 

' O man ! while in thy early years 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mis-spending all thy precions hoars. 

Thy glorions youtl^ prime \ 
Alternate follies take tiie sway f 

Licentious passions bam ; 
Which tenfold force gives natnre's law. 

That man vras made to moom. 

' Look not alone on yontfafbl prime. 

Or manhood's active might; 
Man then is osefiil to his kind, 

Supported is his right : 
Bat see him on the edge of life, 

With cares and sorrows worn, 
Then age and want, O iil-match'd pair ! 

Show man was made to moom* 

* A few seem favourites of fiite, 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
Bot,oh! what crowds in every land 

Are vnretcfaed and forlorn ; 
Through weary life this lesson lean. 

That man vras made to mourn* 

* Many and sharp the numeroos ills 

Inwoven with onr frame ! 
More pointed still we make ourselves^ 
Regret, remorse, and shame t 
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And man, \diofie beaTca-erected hct 

The smttes of love adorliy 
Man's inhnmanity to man 

Makes coondess tbooiaiidB moom t 

< See yonder poor, o'erlaboor^d wiglit, 

So abject, mean, and Yiky 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to tCHl; 
And see his lordly fellow-worm 

The poor petition spurn, 
Unmindfal, though a weeping wife 

And helpless <2B&pring mourn* 

< If Tm design'd yon lordling^s slave^ 

By Natnre*8 law designed, 
Why was an independent wish * 

E'er planted in my mind? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn? 
Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make his fellow mourn? 

< Yet, let not this too much, my sen, 

Disturb thy youthful breast: 
TUs partial view of human-kind 

Is surely not the last ! 
The poor, oppressed, honest man, 

Had never, sure, been bom. 
Had there not been some recompence 

To comfort those that mourn t 

<0 death! the poor man's dearest friend, 

The kmdest and the best I 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest! 
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The great, the wealdiy, fear thy blow, 
From pomp and pleasure torn ) 

Bat, oh I a blest relief to those 
Iliat weaiy-laden mooni !' 



—r- 



A PRAYER 

IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH* 

O THOU unknown. Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hoar, 

Perhaps I most appear ! 

If I have wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun ; 
As something, loudly, in my breast^ 

Remonstrates I have done; 

Thou know'st that thou haist formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And listening to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where human weakness has come short. 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do thou, All-Good ! for such thou art, 

In sliades of darkness hide. 

Where with intention I have err'd. 

No other plea I have. 
But, Thou art good ; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive.. 
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STANZAS 

ON THE SAME OCCASION. )< 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene I 

Have I so found it full of pleasing channs! 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between: 

Some gleams of sunshine mid renewing storms i 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say, ' Forgive my foul ofience I' 

Fain promise, never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author health again dispense, 

Again I might desert Mr virtue's way ; 
Again in folly's path might go astray : 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan? 
Who sin 80 oft have monm'd^ yet to temptatioii ran ? 

O Thou, great Grovemor of all below! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 

Or still the tnmidt of the raging sea : 
With that controlluig power assist ev'n me« 
Those headlong furious passions to confine; 

For all unfit I feel my powers to be, 

To rule their torrent in the' allowed line; 
Op Aid ne with thy help, Omnipotence Divine I 
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LYING AT A REVEREND FRIEND'S ' HOUSE ONE 
NI6HT, THE AUTHOR LEFT 

THE FOLLOWING VERSES 

IV THE ftOOM WKtU BE SLEPT. 

O THOU dread Power, who raigs'st abofe! 

I koow thoD wOtme hear: 
Wbeo for this scene of peace and love 

I make my prayer sincere. 

The hoary sire — the mortal stroke, 
Long, long, be pleas'd to spare; 
To bless his little fiUal flock, 
' And show what good men are« 

She, who her lovely ofl^ring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
O, bless her with a mother's joys, 

Bnt spare a mother's tears ! 

Their hope, their stay, their darling yoothy 

In manhood's dawning blush; 
Bless him, thou God of love and tmtb, 

dp to a parent's wisti. 

The beanteoos, seraph, sister-band, 

With earnest tears I pray, 
Thon know'st the snares on eveiy hand, 

Guide thon their steps alway. 

> Dr. Uarie, tkeo ninister of the ptfMl of L(m«M. 



l¥hen soon or late they reach that coast, 
O'er life^ rough ocean driv'iiy 

May they rejoice, no wanderer lost, i 
A&nulyinHeav'n! 



THE FIRST PSALM. 



The man, in life wherever plac'd. 

Hath happiness in store, 
Who walks not in the wicked's way, 

Nor leanis their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casts forth bis eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his Go]>. 

That manshall flourish like the trees 
Which by the* streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on high, 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast. 

And like the rootless stubbly tost, 
Before the sweeping blast 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv*n them peace and rest, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 
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A PRAYER^ 

UNDER THE PRESSURE OF VIOLENT ANGUISH. 

O THOU Great Being! what thoa art 

Sorpasses mo to know : 
Yet snre I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy creatore here before thee stands. 

All wretched and dtstrest ; 
Yet sure those ills that vrriug my soul 

Obey thy high behest 

Sare thoa, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears^ 

Or close them fiist m death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear and not repine ! 
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THE 

FIRST SIX VERSES 

OF THE NINETIETH PSAtlll. 

O THOU, the first, the greatest firiend, 

Of all the bnman race ! 
Whose strong right band has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling place ! 

Before the mountains heaVd their beads 

Beneath thy forming hand, 
Before this pond'roos globe itself^ 

Arose at thy command ; 

That pow'r which rn^ and still upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, unbeginning time 

Was ever stiU the same. 

Those mighty periods of years 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Appear no more before thy sight 

Than yesterday that's past. 

Thou giy'st the woid: Thy creature, man, 

Is to existence brought ; 
Again thou «ay^t, ' Ye sons of men. 

Return ye into nought V 
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Thou layest them, with all their carea^ 

lo everlastiiig deep ; 
As with a flood thou lak'st them off 

With overwhehning sweep. 

They flonriah lake the morning flowVy 

In beauty's pride ah'ay'd ; 
But long ere nigiit emt down it lies 

All withered and decay'd. 




• TO RUIN, 

ALLhui! inexomHelonl! 

At whose destruction-brealhiiig word 

The mightiest empires fidi I 
Thy cruel, woe-deUghted'tr»iny 
The mimsters of grief and pwaiy 

A sullen welcwn^y idl t 
With stem-resoWd, despairing tye» 

I see each aimed dart; 
For one has cut my jdeamt ty^ 
And quivers in my heart* 
Then loweri«g^ and povring, 

The storm no. more I dPOMi ; 
Though thick'ning and blackldngy 
^oind my devoted head. 

And thou grin^ power, by life ahhor'dy 
While life a pleasure cam affofd. 
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Oh ! hear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more I shrink appall'd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid. 
To close this scene of care 1 
When shall my soni, in silent peace^ 

Resign life*s joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbmgs cease. 
Cold mouldering in the clay? 
No fear more, no tear more, "' 

To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace! 



TO MISS LOGAN, 

WITH BEATnB*8 POEMS, AS A NEW YEAR'S CIFT, 
JANUARY 1, 1787. «> 

Again the silent wheels of time 

Their annual round have driven, 
And you, though scarce in maiden primei 

Are so much nearer Heav*n. 

No gifts ha?e I from Indian coasts 

The infant year to hail ; 
I send you more than India boasts, 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and faithless love 

Is charg'd, perhaps, too true ; 
But may, dear maid, each lover prove 

An Edwin still to you ! 
VOL. ^i. H 
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AbDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

&DIMA! Scotia*8 darling seat ! 

All bail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once, benfeath a monarches feet, 

Sat legislation'j^ sovereign pow'rs! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs. 

As on the banks of Ayr I strayed, 
And singing, lone, the lingering hours, 

1 Shelter in thy honbur'd shade. 

bere wealth still swells the golden tide> 

As busy trade bis labours plies j 
Thfere architeoture's noble pride 

Bids ele^gance and splendor rise ; 
Here justice, from her native skies. 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
there learning, with his eagle eyes, 

Seeks science in her coy abode. 

Thy 66ti6, fcdina, Social, kind. 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their views enUrg^d, Iheir liberal raindi 

Above the narrow, rural vale j 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail, 

Or mddest nierit's sili^nt claim ; 
Add never may their sources fail !' 

And never bivyblot their namfet 
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Thy danglitere bright thy walks adorn; 

Gay as the gilded sttmmer sky* 
^weet as the dewy milk-white thonii 

Dear as the raptor'd thrill of joy I 
Fair Burnet ' strikes the* adoring eye, 

Heaven's beanties on my fancy shine ; 
I see the Sire of love on high, 

And own his work indeed divine ! 

There, watching high the least alarms^ 

Thy roogh nide fortress gleams afar: 
Like some bpid veteran, grey in arms. 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar; 
The pond'rous vrall and massy bar, 

Crrim-rising o'er the ragged rock, 
Have oil withstood assailing war. 

And oft repeii'd the' invader's shock. 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears^ 

I view that noble, stately doniej 
Where Scotia's kings of other years, 

Fam'd heroes, had their royal home : 
Alas, how chadg'd the times to come! 

Their royal name low in the dastl 
Their hapless race wild-wandering roam I 

Though rigid laW cries out^ * 'twas just!' 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps, 

Whose ancestors,' \h days of yore. 
Through hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 

1 The lovely and accoiii(>lUhed daaghter of'tord ifon: 
boddo. 



.:*, 
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£v*o I who siog in rustic lore, 
Haply my sires have left their sited. 

And &c*d grim danger's loudest roar. 
Bold-following where yovet fathers led! 

Edinal Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'n, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sovereign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flowIVy 

As on the banka of Ayr I stray'd. 
And singing, lone, the lingering hours, 

I shelter in thy hononr'd shade. 



SONG. 

Tune, ' Ro»lin Castle.* 



The gloomy night is gathering fast, 
Ltond roars the wild inconstant blast, 
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain ; 
The hunter now has left the moor, 
The scatter'd coveys meet secure, 
While here I wander, prest with care, 
AloDg the lonely banks of Ayr. 

Tlie autumn monms her ripening com 
By early winter*s ravage torn; 
Across her placid, azure sky, 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
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CtiSl rmis my blood to hear it rave, 
I think npoD the stormy wave, 
Where many a danger I most dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

Tis not the surguig billow's roar, 
'Tis not that fetal deadly shore ; 
Though death in every shape appear, 
The wretched have no more to fear : 
Bat round ihy heart tJie ties are bound, 
That heart transpierced with many a wound ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear, 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

Farewell old Coila'% hills and dales, 
Her heathy moors and winding vales; 
The scenes where wretched &ncy roves, 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! 
Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes! 
My peace with these, my love with those — 
The bursting tears my heart declare, 
l^arewell the bonnie banks of Ayr. 



SONG. 

Tone, * OUderoy.' 



Trgk thee, Eliza, I must go. 
And from my native shore ; 

The cruel fiites between us throw 
A boundless ocean's roar: 
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Bot boundless oceans, roaring wide. 

Between my love and me, 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and sonl from thee ! 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear. 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by, 
That throb, Eliza, is Uiy part, 

And thme that latest sigh ! 



t. ; ... 



SONQ. 

Tane, ' Prepare, my dear brethren, to the tavern let's fly.'. 

No churchman am I for to rail and to write, 
No statesman or soldier to plot or to fight. 
No sly man of business contriving a snare, 
For a big-belly'd bottle's the whole of my care. 

The peer I don't envy, I give hun his bow ; 
I scorn not the peasau^, though ever so low; 
But a club of good fellows, like those that are hete^ 
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care« 

Here passes tlie 'squire on his brotheivbia horse; 
There centum per centum, the cit vrith bis purse ; 
But see you the crown how it. waves in the air. 
There a big-belly'd bottle still eases my care. 
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The wife of ray bosom^ ^las.! she did die ; 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 
I found that old Solomon proved it fair, 
That a big-beUy'd bottle's a ciire for all o^re. 

I once was persuaded a yentnre to make : 
A letter mform'd me that all was to wreck ; — 
Bat the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs, 
With a glorioos bottle that ended my cares. 

^ Life's cares they are comforts '' — a maxim laid 

down 
By the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the 

black gown; 
And iaith I agree with th' old prig to a hair.; 
For a big-belly'd bottle's a heaven of care. 



A STANZA ADDED IN A MAftON LOOOB. 

Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erilow, 
4nd honours masonic prepare for to throw ; 
May every true brother of the compass and square 
If aye a big-beUy'd bottle when harass'd with care. 



Yoans'B Nisht Tbouglito. 
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VUTTENDT 

FRIARS^CARSE HERMITAGB. 

ON KITH-SID£. 

Thou whom chance may hither lea4> 

Be tbon clad in russet weed, 

Be thou deck'd in silken stole. 

Grave these counsels on thy souL 
life is but a day at most, 

Sprung from night, in darkness lost -, 

Hope not sunshine every hour. 

Fear not clouds will always lour. 
As youth and lovewith sprightly dancer 

Beneath thy morning star advance, 

Pleasure with her siren air 

May delude the thoughtless pair; 

Let prudence bless enjoyment's cup. 

Then raptur'd sip and sip.it up. 
As thy day grows warm and high, 

life's meridian flaming nigh, 

Dost thou spurn the humble vale? 

Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale? 

Check thy climbing step, elate, 

Evils lurk in felon wait : 

Dangers, eagle-pinion'd, bold, 

Soar around each clifly hold. 

While cheerful peace, with linnet song, 

Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of evening close, 

Beck'ning thee to long repose; 
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As life itself becomes disease. 

Seek the chimney-oook of ease. • 

There rnminate with sober thoagtfl, 

On all thoa*st seen, and beard, and wrought; 

And teach the sportive yoookers rouno^ 

Saws of experience, sage and sound. 

Say, man's true, genuine estimate. 

The grand criterion of his fate, 

Is not. Art thou high or low? 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow? 

Did many talents gild thy span ? 

Or Frngal nature grudge thee one ? 

Tell them, and press it on thy mind, 

As thou thyself must shortly find, 

The smile or frown of awfiU Heav'n, 

To virtue or to vice is giv'n. 

Say, to be just and kind, and wise, 

There solid, self-«nJoyment lies ; 

That foolish, selfish, fiuthless ways, 

Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep : 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break, 
Till future life, fiiture no more, 
To light and joy the good restore. 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger, go! Heav'n be thy guide I 
Quod the beadsman of Nith-side. 



} 
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ODE. 

f ACRED TO THE MEMORY OF MRS. , OF- 

PwELLER in yon (]|angeon dark, 
Hangman of creation, mark I 
Who in widow weeds appears, 
|jaden with nnhononr'd years, 
Noosing with care a barsting purse, 
Baited with many a deadly corse ^ 

$TROPH^. 

View the withered beldam's fiice — 

Can thy keen inspection trace 

Aagbt of hamanity's sweet melting grace? 

Note that eye, its rbeam o*erflows. 

Pity's flood th^re never rose. 

See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save, 

Hands that took — but never gave. 

Keeper of maroinon's iron chest, 

Lo, there she goe^, unpitied and unhlest 

She goos, but not to realms of everlasting rest! 

Alf^ISTROPHE. 

Plnnderer of armi^, lift thine eyes, 

( Awhile forbear, ye torturing fiends,) 

Seest thou whose step, unwilling hither, bends i 

No fallen angel, hurl'd from upper skies -, 

Tis thy trusty quondam mate, 

Doom'd to share thy fiery fate, 

H\{e, tardy, l^ell-ward plies. 



} 
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EPODB. 



And are they of no more avai(, 

T90 tbousaDd glittering pounds a year?. 

In other worlds can Mammon &!!> 

Omnipotent as be is here ? 

P, bitter mocliery of the pompous bier. 

While doifn the wretched vital part is driv'n 1 

The cave-Iodg'd beggar, with a conscience clear^ 

Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to Heay'n. 



TO 

HQBERT GRAHAM, ES^ 

OF FINTRA. 

Late crippled of an arm, and now a leg, 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg ; 
Dull, listless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adyerse to a cripple's rest :) 
Will generous Graham list to his poef s wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkeqing to her tale,) 
And hear him curse the light he first surveyed. 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade* 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ! 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 
The lion and the bull thy care have found, 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground : 
Thon giv'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell. 
The' epveoqm'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell.*-- 
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Thy mioionB, kings defend, control, devour, 
In all the' omnipotence of rule and power.— 
Foxes and statesmen, sabtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their ihng, 
Tlie priest and hedgehog in their robes, are ^ug. 
Ev'n silly woman has her vrariike arts. 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

But oh ! thou bitter step-mother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard ! 
A thing unteachable in this world's skill. 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still. 
No heels to bear him from the opening dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No boms, but those by luckless Hymen worn, 
And those, alas ! not Amalthea's horn : 
No nerves oUkct'ry, Mammon's trusty cor, 
Clad in rich dulness' comfortable fiir. 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride. 
He bears the' unbroken blast from every side : 
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the heart, 
And scorpion critics cureless voiom dart. 

Critics — appall'd, I venture on the name. 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of feme : 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroa ; 
He hacks to teach, th^ mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton malice wrong, 
By blockhead's daring, into madness stung ; 
His well-won bays, than life itself more (tear, 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig, must wear : 
Foil'd, bleeding, tortur'd, in the' unequal strife, 
The hapless poet flounders on through life. 
Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir'd, 
And fled each ma^e that glorious once inspir'd, 
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Low sniik ID sqaalid, unprotected age, 
Dead, even resentment, for his injar^d page, 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic's | 
rage! 

So, by some hedge, the generoos steed deceas*d, 
For hal^tarr'd snarling curs a dainty feast ; 
By toil and lamine wore to skin and boiie^ 
Lies senseless of each tagging bitch's son. 

dolnessl portion of the truly blest I ^ 
Calm sheltered haven of eternal rest ; 

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's pobir frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high she fills the golden ciip. 
With sober selfish ease they sip it up: 
Consdoos the bounteous meed they well deserve, 
They only wonder ' some folks do not starve.' ^ 
The grave sage hern thus easy picks his frog. 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappomtment snaps the clue of hope, 
And through disastrous night they darkliog grope, 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude that * fools are fortune's care.' 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle muses' mad-cap train, 
Not such tiie workings of their moon-struck brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell. 
By turns in soaring heaven, or vaulted hell. 

1 dread thee. Fate, relentless and severe, 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear ! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, 
Glencaim, the truly noble, lies in dust ; 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 
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Q ! hear my ardent, gratefal, selfish prayV! 
Fintni, my other stay, long bless aod spare ! 
Through a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life ; and soothe his latest breath 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death 



il 



LINES SENT tO SIR JOHN WHITEFORD, 

OF WHITEFORD, BART. 

WITH THE ' LAMBNt FOR JAMES EARL OF 
OLEMCAIRN.* 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever*8t. 

Who, save thy mind's reproach, nought earthly 
fear's!, 

To thee this votive offering I impart, 

The tearfiil tribute of a broken heart. 

The friend thou valued'st ; I, the patron, lov*d ; 

His worth, bb honour, all the world appro v'd. 

We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone. 

And tread the dreary path to that dark world un- 
known. 
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ON SEEING 

A WOUNDED HARE LIMP BY ME, 
WHICH A Bellow had just shot at. 

Inhuman man ! ciiisle on thy barbarous art, 
And blast^ bie thy murdbr-aiiniog eye ; 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh^ 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy <^rtiel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and verdant plaini 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest j 
No more of rest) but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering mshes whistling o'er thy head, 

^he cold earth Vfith thy bloody bosom ^rest. 

t)ft as by winding Nith, !> musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
ril miss thee sporting o*er the dewy lawn. 

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hapleM 
fttei 
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ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 

ON CROWNING HIS BUST 
AT EDNAMy ROXBURGHSHIRB^ WITH BATS. 180P. 

While ▼iigin apriog, by Eden'B flood. 

Unfolds her tender mantle green. 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood. 

Or tones Eolian strains between : 

While somraer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgfa's cooUng shade, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace ^' 

The progress of the spiky blade : 

While autamo, bene&ctor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head. 
And sees, with sel^ppro^ing mind, 

£Lach creature on his boanty fed : 

While maniac winter rages o'er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Rousing the turbid torrents roar, 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet poet of the year ! 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won ; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her soi^ 
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EPITAPM 

FOR THE author's FATHER. 

O TB, Yrbose cbeek the tear of pity staiiUi 

Draw near with pioos reverence and attend J 
Here lie the loving husband's dear remalDs, 

The tender (%ther, and the generous friend. 
The pitying heart that felt for human woe , 

The dauntless heart that fear'd no human pride j. 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

* For ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's side \* 



EPITAPH 

FOR R. A* ESQ. 

Know thouy O stranger to the fiirae 
Of this much-lov'd, mnch-honour'd name 1 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
j\ warmer heart death ne'er made cold*. 

1 Goldsmltb. 



XOL. IK. 
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tPITAPH 

FOR G. H. E8Q« 

Th^ poor man weeps— here G n sleeps^ 

'Whom canting wretches bkrni'd: 

But with such as Ae, where'er he be. 
May I be Atr'd or d^— d / 



INSCBJPTION 
TO THE MEMORY OP PER6USS0N. 

HERB UES ROBERT FERGUSSON^ POET, 

Bom September 5tb, U51--*^Dl<d 16th October, 1174. 

No scolptur'd marble here^ nor pompons lay, 
*• No storied urn nor animated bust,' 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o*er her poet's dust* 
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TO MISS CRUIKSHjiNKS, 

A TERY YOUNG LADY. 

WErmSN ON TBB BLAKE LEAF OP A BOOK^ PRBSEOTVO 
TO HER BY THE AUTHOE. 

BsAtTTEOUs rose-bsd, young and gay, 
Blooming on thy early May, 
Never may'st thou, lovely flow'r, 
ChiUy shrink in sleety show'r I 
Never Boreas' hoary path, 
Never Eums' pois*noiis breathy 
Never baleful stellar lif^ts, 
Taint thee with untimely .blights ! 
Never, never, reptile thief 
Riofon thy virgin leaf! 
Nor ev'n Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

May'st thou long, sweet crimson gem^ 
Richly deck thy native stem; 
Till some evening, sober, calm, 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodland rings, 
And every bird thy requiem sings ; 
Thou, amid the dirgefol sound. 
Shed thy dying honours round, 
And resign to parent earth 
The loveliest form she e*er gave birth. 
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Anna, thy chaons my bosom lare^ 
And waste my soul with care ; 

But ab ! how bootless to admire, 
When fated to despair! 

Yet in thy presence, lovely Fair, 
To hope may be forgiv'n; 

For sure 'twere impions to despair, 
So much in sight of Heay'ji. 



ON READING, IN A NEWSPAPER, 

THE DEATH OF JOHN M'LEOD, ESS. 

BROTHER TO A YOIfNG I^DT, A PARTICULAH^ 
FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR'S. 

I^AD thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful tli^ alarms: 
Death tears the brother of h«r love. 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly deck'd with pearly dew^ 

The morning rose may. blow ; 
Bat cold sncccmive noontide blast^^ 

May lay its beauties lo^. 



■KOUiH POBMl. Kl 

iFaff on Isabella's morn 

The sun propitious smii'd ; 
Bat, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 

Succeeding hope& biguilM. 

Fate oft t^ars the bosom chords 

That nature finest strung : 
So Isabella's heart was form'd, 

And so that heart was wrungl 

Dread Omnipotence, alone. 

Can heal the wound he gave ; 
Can point the brimfiil grieSwom eyes 

To scenes beyond| the grave. 

Virtae's blossoms there shall bIow> 

And fear no withering blast ; 
There Isabella's spotless worth 

Shall happy be at last; 
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ON 8CARIKV 

SOME WATER FOWL JN LOCH-TURIT; 

A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF 
OUGHTERTYRE, 

WhT| ye tenants of the lake. 
For me your watry haont forsake ? 
Tell me, feHow-creatnres, "wfay 
At my presence thus you fly ? 
"Why disturb your social joys, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ? — 
Common firiend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, beneath the sheltering rock. 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace, 
Man, your proud usurping fo^ 
Would be lord of all below : 
Plumes himself in freedom's pride, 
l^rant stem to all beside. 

The eagle, from the difl^ brow, 
Marking you his prey below. 
In his breast no pity <|wells, 
Strong necessity compels : 
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Bat man, to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying Heav'n, 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wandering swains, 
Where the mossy riv'let strays, 
Far from human haants and ways; 
All on Nature you depend, 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man*s superior might. 
Dare invade yonr native rights 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his powers you scorn ; 
Svdftly seek, on clanging wings, 
Other lakes and other springs ; 
And the foe you cannot brave. 
Scorn at least tp be his slave. 
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V 



\VRTrEN WITH A PENCIL, 

bVER THE CniMNEY-PIECB, IN THB PARLOUR OF 
THE INN AT KEMMORE, TAYMOOTB. 

Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace; 
O^er many a winding dale and painful steep. 
The' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep, 
My savage jonmey, carioas, I pursue, 
Till fiim'd Breadalbane opens to my view. — 
The meeting clifis each deep-snnk glen divides. 
The woods, wild scattered, clothe their ample sides ; 
Tlie' outstretching lake, irobosom^d.'mong the hilby 
The eye with wonder and amazement iiHs ; 
The Tay meandering sweet in. infant pride> 
The palace rising on his verdant side ; 
The lawns wood-fring*d,in Nature's native taste; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste ; 
The arches striding o'er the new-born stream; 
The village, glittering in the noontide beam — 

• •%••••••#•••••••• •••••••••••••••• •••••t«««*««««***«« ••••••••% 

Poetic ardors in my bosom swell, 

Lone wandering by the hermit's mossy cell : 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

The' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods — 

Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-tanght lyre^ 
And look through nature with creative fire ; 
Here, to the wrongs of fiite half reconcil'd. 
Misfortune's fa'gfaten'd steps might wander wild ; 
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And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds, 
Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling wounds : 
fiere heart-struck Grief might heav'nward stretch 

her scan, 
Aqd iiyur'd Worth foiget and pardon man* 



Written with a pencil^ 

STAMDIN'G BY THE FALL OF FYERS, MBAR 
LOCH-NE8S. 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 
The roaring Fyers pours bis mossy floods ; 
Till AtU he dashes on the rocky mounds, 
Where, through a shapeless breach, hi^ stream re- 
sounds. 
As high in air the bursting torrents floil^, 
As deep recoiling surges foam below, 
Prone doWn th^ rock the Vebitening sheet descends. 
And viewless echo's ear, astonish'd, rends. 
Dim-seen, through rising mists and ceaseless shoW'rsy 
Tbe hoary cavern, wide-snrrounding, low'rs. 
Still through the gap the stniggling river toils, 
And still, below, the horrid cauldron boils-^^ 
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THE WHISTLE. 

A BALLAD. 



AS the tathentic prose faistorjr of the Whistle is carioos, I 
shall here live it— In the train of Anne of Denmark, 
when she came to Scotland with oar James the Sixth, 
there came over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic 
stature and great prowess, and a matchless champion of 
Bacchus. He had a little ebony Whistte, which, at tlie 
commencement of the orgieS} he laid on the table ; and 
whoever was last able to blow it, every body else bein( 
disabled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry oS 
the Whistle as a trophy of victory The Dane produced 
credentials of his victories, without a single defeat, at the 
concts of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, Warsaw, and 
several of the petty courts in Germany ; and challenged 
the Scots Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying iiis 
prowess, or else of acknowledging their inferiority.— After 
many overthrows on the part of the Scots, the Dane was 
encountered by Sir Robert Lawrie of Haxwelton, ancestor 
of the pres«it worthy baronet of that name ; who, after 
three days and three nights hard contest, left the Scandi- 
navian under the table. 

And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill. 
Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned, aflerwards 
lost the WfaisUe to Waiter Riddel of Glenriddel. who hJid 
married a sister of Sir Walter's.— On Friday, the 16th of 
October, 1T90, at Friars-Carse, the Whistle was once more 
contended for, as related in the ballad, by the present Sir 
Robert lawrie of Maxwelton ; Robert Riddel, Esq. of 
Glenriddel, lineal descendant and representative of Wal- 
ter Riddel, who won the Whistle, and in whose fismily it 
had continued ; and Alexander Ferguson, Esq. of Craig- 
darroch, likewise descended of the great Sir Robert; 
which last gentleman carried off the hard-won honours of 
the field. 



I SING of a Whistle, a Whittle of worth, 
I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 
Was brought to the court of oar good Scotish king, 
And long with this Whistle aU Scotland ibaU line* 
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Old Loda '^ still rneing the arm of Fiogal, 

The god of the bottle sends down from his hall — 

* This Whistle's yoar challenge, to Scotland get o'er. 
And drink them to heU, sir! or ne'er see me more V 

Old poets have snng» and old chronicles tell^ 
What champions ventnr'd, what champions fell ; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still, 
And Uew on the Whistle his requiem shrill : 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatched at the bottle, nnconquer'd in war, 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea. 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thos Robert, Tictorioas, the trophy has gain'd ; 
Which now in his house has for ages remained ; 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood, 
The joviaF contest again have renewed. 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw ; 
Craigdarrock, so famous for wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins ; 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines, 

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil, 
Desiring CHenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan. 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

* By the gods of the ancients ! (Crienriddel replies) 
Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 

I'll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More % 
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o'en' 

1 See OMian's Caric-tbnra. 

« A chieftain of the M'Leod family, who kept t horn of a 
^nurt measure In his ball, which those who aspired to a 
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i8ir Robert, a soldier, no speech woald pretend, 
Bat he ne'er tam*d his back on his foe — or his friend, 
6aid, < toss down the Whistle, the prize of the field, 
And, knee-deep in claret, he'd die, or he'd yield.' 

To the board of Glenriddel onr heroes repair, 
So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; [fiune. 
Bat for wine and for welcome not more known to 
Than the senlse, wit, and taste, of a sweet lo¥ely 
dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray, 
And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness and spleen. 
And wish'd that Parnassus a vineyard had been. 

The dinner being over, the claret tiiey pljr. 
And every new cork is a new spring of joy ; 
In the bands of old friendship and kindred |o set) 
And the bands grew the tighter the more they were 
wet. 

Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
3right Phcebas ne'er witness'd so joyous a core. 
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted she'd see them next mom. 

Six bottles a piece had well wore out tlie night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Tum'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 
And swore 'twas the way tliat their ancestor did. 

connection with his clan were compelled to drink off at n 
draught, in proof of their belonging to his doughty lace. 
«ee ;lohnBon*B Tour to the Hebrides. 



Then wcirthy Glenriddel, so cantioiu and sage, 
No longer the warfare ungodly, would wage ; 
A high-mling wilder to wallow in wine I 
He left the fool bnsineas to folks less divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 
Bat who can with fate and quart bumpen contend? 
Though fate said — a hero should i>erish in light ; 
So uprose bright Ph<«bus — and down fell the luiigfat^ 

Next uprose our bard, like a prophet in drink : — 
*. Craigdarroch, thoult soar when creation shall sink i 
But if thou would flourish, immortal in rhyme, 
Come— one bottle more — and have at the sublime ( 

f Thy line, that have struggled for freedom witU 

Bruce: 
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 
So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 
^e field thou hi^st won, by yo^ bright god of 4^y I* 
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TH E ch mod gh have always.tbe gnttnral sonod. The sound 
of the EnglUb diphthong oo, is commonly spelled ou. The 
French u, a sonnd which often occurs in tine Scotish lan- 
guage, is marked oo, or ui. The a in genuine Scotish 
words, except when forming a diphthong, or followed by 
an e mnta after a single consonant, sounds generally like 
. the broad English a in mUL The Scotish diphthong ae, 
always, and ea, very often, sound like the French e mas- 
culine. The Scotish diphthong ey, sounds like the Latin 



A\ AH. 

Aback, away, aloof. 

Abdgh, at a shy distance. 

Mboon, above, up. 

Abreadf abroad, in sight. 

Mbreed, in breadth. 

Ae, one. 

4jt,off} Affy 2o^, unpreme- 
ditated. 

.^brc, t>efi>re. 

4^, oft.. 

Aften, often. 

AgUy, off the right line, 
wrong. 

Aiblin$f perhaps. 

Ain, own. 

Airl-ptnny, earnest-money. 



Aim, im» 

AUh, an oath. 

Aits, oats. 

Awer, an old horse. 

AizUy a hot cinder. 

AlakCt alas ! 

Alum, alone. 

Akwart, awkward. 

AmaUt, almost. 

Amcmgy among. 

An\ and, if. 

/Ince, once. ' 

Ant, one, and 

Anent, over against. 

AnUher, another. 

Aat^ ashes. 

AskUnt, asqnirtV aslant. 

Astecr, abroad, stining. 
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4^hart, athwart. 

Aught, posseMlon ; as, in a' 

my aught. In all my pos- 

seulon. 
Aul tang »yne, older time, 

days <w other years. 
4uUl, old. 
Auldlfarran, or atdd far. 

rant, sagacioas, conning, 

prudent. 
Ava, at all. 
Axoa\ away. 
Attfii\ awful. 
Awn, the beard of barley, 

oats, &c. 
Annie, bearded.. 
Ayont, beyond. 

B. 

M, Ball. 

Backets, ash boards. 

Backlim, comin', coming 
back, returning. 

Bad, did bid. 

Baide, endured, did stay. 

Baggie, the belly. 

Bainie, having large bones, 
«tont. 

Bairn, a child. 

Baimtime, a fSunilj; of chil- 
dren, a brood. • 

BaUh, both. 

Ban, to swfg);. 

Bane, bone. 

Bang, to beat, to stride. 

Bardie, diminntive of bard. 

Bareftt, barefooted- 

Barmie, of, or like barm. 

Batch, a crew, ^ gang. 

Batts, bolts. 

Baudrons, a cat. 

Bauld, bold. 

Bamk, bank* 

J3«9«'n£, having a white stripe 
down the face. 

^e, to let be, to give oyer, to 
ceasf. 

J^r, barley. 



Beattie, dimin. of heaat 

Beet, to add fhel to fire. 

Beld, bald. 

Beiyce, by and by. 

Ben, into the spcnce or par- 
lour. 

Benlomond, a noted moun- 
tain in Dumbartonshire. 

Bethaptkit, gface after meat. 

•Beuk,2i book. 

Bicker, a kind of wooden 
disti, a short race. 

Bie, or Bidd, shelter. 

Bien, wealthy, plentiful. 

Big, to build. 

Biggin, building, a bouse. 

Biggit, built. 

BiU, a bull. 

BiUie, a brother, a ymmg fel- 
low. 

Bing, a heap of grain, pota- 
toes, &c. 

Birk, birch. 

Birken^haw, Birchen^wood- 
eham, a small wood. 

Birkie, a clever fellow. 

Birring, the noise of par- 
tridgeiB, &c. when th^y 
spring. 

Bit, crisis, nick of tiiiK- 

Bigz, a bustle, to bucs. 

BlaHie, a shrivelled dwarf, a 
term of contempt. 

Blaatii, blasted. 

Blate^ bashful, sheepish. 

BlaHter, bladder. 

Blaud, a flat piece of any 
thing; to slap. 

Blow, to blow, to boast. 

BUerit, bleared, sore with 
rheum. 

Bleert and bUn, bleared aad 
blind. 

Bleezing, blaaing. 

Blellum, idle Ulfclng fellow. 

Blether, to talk Idly, non- 
sense 

BUth'rin, talklDg idly. 
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Blink, a little while. « smil. 
iug look, to look kindly, to 
sbine by Ats. 

BlinkcTf a term of contempt. 

Blinking smirking. 

Blue-gown^ one of tliose beg- 
gars who get annually, ou 
the king's birth-day, a blue 
cloak or gown, with a badge. 

Bluid, blood. 

BUmtU, snivelling. 

Blype, a shred, a large piece. 

Bock, to Tomit, to gush inter- 
inltt«itly. 

Bockedf gushed, vomited. 

BodU, a small gold coin. 

Bogies, spirits, hobgoblins. 

Bonnie, or barmy, handsome, 

beautiful. 
Bonnock, a kind of thick 
cake of bread, a small jan- 
nack, or loaf made of oat- 
meal. 

Boord, a board. 

Boortree, the sfamb elder; 

Elauted much of old in 
edges of baru-yards, &:c. 
Booaty behoved, must needs. 
Bore, a bole hi the wail. 
Batch, an angry tumour. 
Bouk, vomiting, gushing out. 
Bounng, drinking. 
Boa-kail, cabbage. 
BotDt, bended, crooked. 
Brachetis, fern. 
Brae, a declivity, a precipice, 

the slope of a hiU. 
Braid, broad. 
Jiraign% reeled forward. 
Braik, a kind of harrow. 
Brainge, to run rashly for- 
ward. 
Brak, broke, made insolvent. 
BrankB, a kind of wooden 

cnrb for horses. 
Brash, a sodden Illness. 
MratSfCiAnt clothes,rag8,&c. 

YOL. II. 
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Brattle, a short race, hurry, 
fury. 

Brow, fine, handsome. 

Brawlyt, or brawlie, very 
well, finely, heartily. . 

Braxie, a morbid sheep. 

Breastiet^AXmxn^ of breast. 

Brtastit, did spring up or 
forward. 

Breckan, fern. 

Breef, an invulnerable or ir- 
resistible spell. 

Breeks, breeches. 

Breft^, -smooth. 

Brewing brewing. 

Brie, Juice, liquid. 

Brig, a bridge. 

Brurutane, brlmstoae. 

Brhket,ihe breast, the boaom. 

Brithcr, a brother. 

Brock, a badger. 

Brogue, a hum, a trick. 

Broo, broth, liquid, water. 

Broose, broth ; a race at 
country weddings, who shall 
first reach the bridegroom 'il 
house ou returning from 
church. 

Brugh, a bnrgfa. 

BruHzie, a broil, a combos- 
tion. 

Brunt, did bom, bnmt. 

Brust, to burst, burst. 

Buchan-buUers, the boilinf^ 
of the sea among the rocks 
on the coMt of Bochau. 

Buckskin, an inhabitant of 
Virginia. 

Bught, a pen. 

Bughtin-time, the time of 
collecting the sheep in the 
pens to be milked. 

Buirdly, stout made, bruad- 

buUt. 
Bum-dock,^ hamming beetle 
that flies in the somutei 
evenings. 
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Bummin, bamming as bees. 
HummUf to blander. 
BummUr, a blunderer. 

funker, a wlndow-seat, 
urdies, dimin. of birds. 

Buret did bear. 

Bum, water^ a riynlet. 

Bumemiit i. e, 6um the 
mind, a blackftmith, 

£f«m»e, dimin. ^ bum. 

JBiM/ne, bosby. 

BuOcit, dressied. 

ButkB, dresses. 

BusU, a bustle, to bnstle. 

Bu$s, shelter. 

But, bot, with. 

But an' ben, the country kit- 
chen and parlour. 

By hiam(f, lunatic, distract- 
ed. 

Byke, a bee-hive. 

Byre^ a cow-stable, ashippen. 

C 

C^',Tocall,tonaroe, to drive. 
Ca't, or ca''dt called, driven, 

calved. 
Cadger, a carrier. 
Cadie, or caddie, a person} 
. a young fellow. 
Cqf, chaflT. 
Cmr<i, a tinker. 
Cairn, ti loose beapof stones. 
Ca^'Ward, a small inclusnre 

for calves. 
Callan, a boy. 
Ca^ter, fresh, sound, refHssh- 

ing* 

Cttnie, or cannie, gentle, mild, 
dextrous. 

CannUie, dextrously, gently. 

Cantie, or canty, cheerful, 
merry. 

Cantraip, a charm, a spell. 

Cap^ane, cope-stone, key- 
stone. 

Career in, cheerfully. 



Carl, an old man. 

Carlin, a stout old woman. 

Cartes, cards. 

Caudron, a caldron. 

Catik and keel, chalk and red 
clay. 

CatUd, cold. 

Coup, a wooden drinking- 
vessel. 

Cesses, taxes. 

Chanter, a part of a bagpipe. 

Chap, a person, a feUow, a 
blow. 

Chaup, a stroke, a blow. 

Cheekit, cheeked. 

Cheep, a chirp, to chirp. 

Chiel,or cheel,-A youug fellow. 

Chimla, or chimlie, a fire- 
grate, fire-place. 

ChimlaUitg, the fire-side. 

ChUtering, shiveriug, trem- 
bling. 

Chockin, choaking. 

Chow, to chew ; cheek for 
chow, side by side. 

Chuffie, fat-faced. 

Clachan,^ small village about 
a church, a hamlet. 

Claise, or claes, clothes. 

Claith, cloth. 

Claithing, clothing. 

Claiveos, nonsense, not speak- 
ing sense. 

C2a/7, clapper of a mill. 

Clarkit, wrote. 

Clash, an idle tale, the story 
of the day. 

ClaUery to tell little idle sto- 
ries ; an idle story. 

Claught, snatched at, laid 
hold of. 

Claut, to clean, to scrape. 

Clouted, scrapeil. 

Clovers, Idle stories. 
Clawi to fltratch. 
CUed, to clothe. 
CUeds, clothes. 
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Cleekit, faaTing caught. 

CUnMn.iertingf clinking. 

Clinkumdell, mho rings the 
cburch-bell. 

Clips, abeert. 

Cliahmaclaverf idle conver- 

. smtioii. 

Clock, to batch, a beetle. 

Clockin, hatching. 

Cloct, the hoof of a cow, 
•beep. Sec. 

ClocUe, an oM name for the 
Devil. 

Clour, a bump or swelling 
after a blow. 

CludSt donds. 

Coaxin, wheedling. 

Ci^U^ a fishing boat. 

Cockemony, a lock of hair 
tied npon a girl's bead; a 
. cap. 

C4^f bought. 

Cogf a wooden dish. 

Coggie, dimlu. of cog. 

CoUa, from Kyle, a district 
of Ayrshire; so called, saith 
tradition, from Coil, or Col- 
las, a Pictisb monarch. 

Collie, a general, and some- 
. times a parMcnlar, name 
for country curs. 

CoUiethangiet quarrelling. 

€^mmaunt command. 

Cood, the cud. 

Coqf, a blockhead, a ninny. 

CooAct^, appeared, and disap- 
peared by fits. 

Coogt, did cast. 

Coot, the ancle or foot^ 

Cootie, a wooden kitchen 

. dish : also those foal* 

tphose legs are clad with 
feathers at^ saui to be 
cootie. 

Corbies, a species of the 
crow. 

Core, corps, party clan. 

Com't, fed with oats. 



Cotter, the inhabitant of a 
cothaust, or cottage. 

Couthie, kind, loving. 

Cove, a cove. 

Cooe, to terriiy, to keep an. 
der, to lop: a fl-ight; a 
branch of fnne, broom, fee, 

Cowp, to barter, to tumble 
over, a gang. 

CowpU, tumbled. 

Cowrin, cowering. 

Cowte, a colt. 

Cozie, snug. 

CozUy, snugly. 

CrabbU, crabbed, AvtAil. 

Crack, conversation, to goa> 
verse. 

Crackin, conversing. 

Crt^, or crqft, a ield near a 
house, in old husbandry. 

Craiks, cries or calls inces> 
sandy, a bird. 

Crambo-cUnk, or crambo- 
Jingle, rhymes, d<^rel ver- 
ses. 

Cranky the noise of an nn- 
greased wheel. 

Crankous, fretfhl, captious. 

Cranreuch, the hoar frost. 

Crap, a crop, to crop. 

Craw, a crow of a cock* a 
rook. 

Creel, a basket ; to have one's 
xsits in a creel, to be craa'd, 
to be fascinated. 

Creeshie, greasy. 

Crood, or croud, to coo as a 
dove. 

Croon, a hollow and conti- 
nued moan; to make a 
noise like the continued 
roar of a bull ; to hum a 
tane. 

Crooning, humming. 

Crouchie, crook-backed. 

CrozMf, cheerful, courageous. 

Crouselv, cheerfully, coura- 
geuttsly. 
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Crowdie, a composition of 
oatmeal and boiled water, 
Bometimes from the broth 
of beef, mutton, &;c. 

Crowdie-time, breakfast-time. 

Croc0J»n, crawling. 

CnsmmockfZ cow witb crook- 
ed boms. 

Crump, hard and brittle; 
spoken qf bread. 

Crunt, a blow on the head 
with a cudgel- 

Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny. 

Cummock, a short staff witb 
a crooked head. 

Curckie, a curtesy. 

Curler, a player at a game on 
the ice, practised in Scot- 
land, called curling. 

Curlie, curled, whose hair 
falls naturally in ringlets. 

Curling, a well-known game 
on the ice. 

Curmurrivg^ mnrroiiring, a 
slight rumbling noise. 

Curpin, the crupper. 

Cushatf the dove, or wood- 
pigeon. 

Cutty, short, a spoon broken 
in the middle. 

. D. 

DADDIE, a father. 

X>A^n, merriment, foolish- 
ness. 

Daft, merry, giddy, foolish. 

Daimen, rare, now apd then ; 
daimen-icker, an ear ol 
corn now and then. 

Dainty^ pleasant, good hn- 
moured, agreeable. 

Dates, plains, valleys. 

Darkliits, darkling. 

Daud, to thrash, to abnse. 

Daur, to dare. 

Dai/rt, dared. 

Daurg, or duurk, a day's la- 
bour. 



Davoc, David. 
Damd, a large piece. 
DewtU, or tlawtctj fondled, 

caressed. 
Dearies, dimin. of dean. 
Dearif^\ dear. 
Deave, to deafen. 
Deil-ma-^are ! nomafter ! for 

all that ! 
Deleerit, delirions. 
Descrive, to describe. 
Dight, to wipe, to clean corn 

from chaff. 
Dight, cleaned from chaff. 
Dights, deans.- 
Ding, to worst, to push. 
Diuna, do not. 
Dir/,a slight tremnlous stroke 

or pain. 
Dizzen, or diz'n, a dozen. 
Doited, stnpitied, hebetated. 
DoU, stnpilied, crazed. 
Donsic, unlucky. 
Dool, sorrow; to sing dod, 

to lament, to mourn. 
Doos, doves. 
Dorty, saucy, nice. 
Douce, or douse, sober, wise, 

pnident. 
Dimcely, soberly, prudently. 
Dought, was or were able. 
Doup, backside. 
Doupiskelper,mie that strikes 

the tail. 
Dour and din, sullen, sallow. 
Doure, stout, durable, sullen, 

stubborn. 
Douser, more pmdent. 
Dow, am or are able, can. 
Z>0i;e^,pithles8, wanting force. 
Doaie, worn with grief, fa- 
tigue, &c. half asleep. 
Downa, am or are not ablt, 

cannot. 
Doylt, stupid. 
Drop, a drop, to drop. 
Drapping, droppiug. 
Dreep, to ooze, to diup. 
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DreighAtAiom, long about it. 
DribbUj drittling, tlaver. 
Drytf a drove. 
Droddtun, the breech. 
Drone, part of a bag.pipe. 
Droop, rumpl't, that droops 

at the cropper. 
Droukit, wet. 
Drounting^ drawUttf . 
Drouth, thirst, drought 
Drucken, draniiea. 
Drvmly, maddy. 
Drummock, meal and water 

mixed; raw. 
Drutit, pet, soar hanioar. 
Dub, a small pond. 
Duds, rags, clothes. 
Duddie, rafged. 
Dung, worsted ; pushed, 

driven. 
DunUd, beaten, boxed. 
Dush, to pnsh as a ram, &c. 
DustU, pushed by a ram, ox, 

&c. 

E 
B'E, the eye. 
Ecn, the eyes. 
E'eniu, evening. 
Eerie, frighted, dreading 

spirits. 
Eild, old age. 
Elbuck, the elbow. 
EldrUch, ghastiy, frightful. 
En\ end. 

Enbmgh, Edinburgh. 
Entugh, enough. ' 

EspecioU, especially. 
EitU, to try. attempt. 
Eydtrit, diligent. 

F. 
FA\ ftU, lot. to fall. 
Fa'a, does fell, waterfkils. 
Faddom't, fathomed. 
JPht, a foe. 
Fium, foam. 
JbiAcet, nnluiowii. 



Fairin, a AUring, a present. 

Fallow, fellow. 

Fond, did Had. 

Fori, a cake of bread. 

Fash, trouble, care, to trou- 
ble, to care for. 

Fashlr troubled. 

Fastereen'een, Fastens Even. 

Fkuld, a fold, to fold. 

Fauld/Lng, finding. 

Faut, fault. 

FaoBont, decent, seemly. 

Feal^ a field, smooth. 

ftarfu\ frii^tAil. 

J%ar*t,fHihted. 

Feat, neat, spruce. 

AcM, to fight. 

Fcchtin, fighting. 

Feck, many, i^enty. 

Fecket, waistcoat. 

FeckfU\ large, brawny, stout 

Feckless, puny, weak, silly. 

Feckly, weakly. 

Feg, a fig. 

Feide, feud, enmity. 

FeU, keen, biting; the flesh 
immediately undrr tbo 
skin; a field pretty level, 
on the side or top of a 
hill. 

Ftn, successful strnggle, fight. 

Fend, to live comfortably. 

Fsrlie, wfirley, to wonder ; 
a wonder ; a term of con- 
tempt. 

Fetch, to pull by fits. 

F^tch% pulled intermittently. 

Fidge, to fidget. 

Fiel, soft, smooth. 

Fient, fiend, a petty oath. 

Fier, sound, healthy ; a bro- 
ther, a friend. 

Fisle,io make a rustling noise, 
to fidget, a bustle. 

Fit, a foot. 

Fittie-lan, the nearer horse 
of the hindmost pair in the 
plough. 
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HtZf to make a hlMing noise, 

like femmitetiMi. 
Itainenf lluinel. 
JVeecA, to Mpplicate in a flat- 

terloff manner. 
FUech'd, Mpplicated. 
lUtckin, tuppUcatuig. 
Iiee$h, a fleece. 
Fltg, a kick, a random blow. 
lUiher, to decoy bjr Air 

words. 
Itethenn, flatterinK. 
Fiey, to scare, to ftifhlen. 
FlichUr, to flutter, as yonng 

nestlings, wliai their dam 

approa<^ke8. 
FUchtring^, to meet, to en- 

Goonter whb. 
Flinden, shreds, broken 

pieces. 
FUngin4reey% piece'of timber 

hang Iqr way of partition 

between two hones in a 

stable ; a flail. 
FlUk, a A«t at the yoke. 
Fli8kU, fretted. 
FtiUer^ to vibrate like the 

wings of small birds. 
FtiUering, fluttering, vibrat. 

Ing. 
Hunldt^ a servant in livery. 
Foord, a ford. 
tbrbeart^ forefathers. 
Forbyty besides. 
Forfairn, distressed, worn 

out, jaded. 
F&tfoughttnt fatigued. 
Fm^atktrt to meet, to en. 

counter with. 
Forgit^ to foifive. 
JFbc^'tivAcet, Jaded with tktigue. 
Father, fodder. 
Fou\ full, drunk. 
JR>i^A4en,troubled, harassed. 
Fbuth, plenty, enough, or 

more than enough. 
Jbw, a bushel, &c« also a 

pitchfork. 



Frae, from. 

FroKA, froth. 

Firien\ friend. 

Fu\ full. 

fW, the scut, or tail of the 

hare, coney, &c. 
B(^, to blow intermittently, 
Ft^'tt did blow. 
Funnit, full of merriment. 
Fur^ a farrow. 
Furm, a form, bench. 
Fyktf trifling cares; to pid. 

die, to be in a f nsa about 

trifles. 
FyU^ to soil, to dirty. 
PyCt, soUed, dirUed. 



GAB, the mouth; to apeak 
boldly, or pertly. ■ 

GaberUunzie, an old man. 

Gadsman, plooghboy, the 
boy that drives the horses 
in the plough. 

Gite, to go ; gaed, went ; giun, 
or ga'n, gone ; gttun, going. 

Gaet, or gate, way, manner, 
road. 

Gang, to go, to walk. 

Gar, to make, to fmrce to. 

Gar't, forced to. 

Garten, a garter. 

Gash, wise, sagacious, talk- 
ative, to converse. 

Gashin, conversing. 

Gaucy, jolly, large. 

Gear, riches, goods of any 
kind. 

GecAc, to toss the head in wan- 
tonness or scom. 

Ged, a pike. 

GenUes, great folks. 

Geordie, a guinea. 

Get, a child, a young «ie. 

Ghaiat, a ghost. 

Gte, to give ; gied^ gave ; 
gien, given. 

G^^,dimia.offlA. 
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Giglels, playful girls. Grant, or grain, a groan, to 

GiUU, dimin. of gill. groan. 

GUpey, a half grown, balf tn- Grain'dand gaunted, groan* 

formed boy or girl, a romp- ed and grunted. 

ittg lad, a hoyden. Graining, groaning. 

Gimmer, an ewe from one to Graip, a pronged instmment 

two years old. for cleaning stables. 

Gin, if, against. \QraUh, accoutrements. 



Gipsy, a young girl. 
Girn, to grin, to twist the 
featares in rage, agony, &;c. 
Giming, grinning. 
Gizz, a periwig. 
GlaikiU, inattentive, foolish. 
Glaive, a sword. 
Gawky, half witted, foolish, 

romping. 
GlcUzie, glittering, smooth, 

lilie a gliss. 
Glaund, aimed, snatched. 
Gleck, sharp, ready. 
Olcg, sharp, ready. 
GUib, glebe. 
GUn, dale, deep valley. 
Gley, a squint, to squint ; a- 

glty, off at a side, wrong. 
iiUb-gabbet, that speaiis 

smoothly and readily. 
Glint, to peep. 
Glinted, peeped. 
Glintin, peeping. 
Gloamin, the twilight. 
Glowr, to stare, to look, 

stare, a look. 
GUnored, looked, stared. 
Gowan, the flower of the 
daisy, dandelion, hawk weed, 
&c. 
Gowany, gowanygUm, dai 

sied, dales. 
Gotod, gold. 

Crifwff', the game of golf; to 
strike as the tat does the 
ball at golf. 
Gov^d, struck. 
OoBf/c, a cuckoo, a term of 

contempt. 
Gifwlt to howl. 



fur- 
uiture, dress, geer. 
Grannie, graiidmottier. 
Ort^e, to grope. 
Orapit, groped. 
Grot, wept, shed tears. 
Grtat, intimate, familiar. 
Oret, to agree ; to bear the 
gree, to be decidedly Tic- 
tor. 
Greet, agreed. 

Greet, to shed tears, to weep. 
Qreetin, crying, weeping. 
Grippet, catched, seized. 
Groat, to get the whistle qf 

one's groat, to play a losing 

game. 
Gronaome, loathsomely, grim . 
Grozet, a gooseberry. 
Orumph, a grunt, to gmut. 
Grumphie, a sow. 
Grun', ground. 
OrunUane, a grindstone. 
Gruntle, th« phiz, a grunting 

noise. 
Grunzie, mouth. 
Gnuhie, thick, of thriving 

growth. 
Qudt, the Supreme Being; 

good. 
Guidf good. 

Guid-Tnomin, good morrow. 
Guid-e'en, good evening. 
Gtridman amdguidw^ft, the 

master and mistress of the 

house; young guidman, a 

man uewly married. 
QuUy,w guUU,tL\z.x%t knife. 
Gui^ather, guidmother, fa- 

ther-inlaw, and motlier-lp* 

law. 
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GumliCy iQiHldy. 
Gusty, tasteful. 



HAWaXL. 



H. 



Ba^ «6fe, the great bible tbat ^"^^yl ^ 



lies in tbe ball. 
Bne^ to bave. 
Haen, bad, f ^ participle. 
Haet^fient hcut, a pcuy oath 

ofnegaUon; nothing. 
*"ara.. the temple, the aide 

of the head. 
Hqfflim, nearly half, partly. 



CL088ART. 

HffjA, a fellow that neither 
knows how to dress nor act 
with propriety. 

HastU, butened. 

Hatid, to bold. 

Houghs, low lyittg^iich lands ; 



^a^, a scar, or guM in uios- 

«e6^ and moors. 
Haggis, K Itlnd of podding 

boiled in tbe stomach of a 

cow or sheep. 
Hain, to spare, to save. 
Hain'd, spared. 
Hairst, harvest. 
Haith, a petty oath. 
Jiaivers, nonsense, spealiint 

without thought. 
Hal', or fmld, an abiding 

place. 
Hale, whole, Ught, healthy. 
Maly, holy. 
Hame, home. 

HaUan, a particular parti- 
tion-wall in a cottage, or 
more properly a seat of turf 
at the outside. 



Haurl, to drag, to peel. 
Haurlin, peeling. 

^W^ » half-witted person, 

half-witted. 
Havins, good manners, de- 

coram, good sense. 
Hawkie,% cow, properly one 

with a white tasx. 



^?fin?s??.r"--' '■■•^s:''* pttr 



Heapit, heaped. 

Healsome, healthful, whole. 

some. 
Hearse, hoarse. 
Hear% bear It. 
Heather, heath. 
Hech! oh! strange. 
Hechl, promised to foielel 
something that is to be got 
or given; foretold; the 
thing foretold; offered. 
aeckU, a board, in which are 
fixed a number of sharp 
pins, used in dressing hemp. 
flax, &c. 
Heax, to elevate, to raise. 
ueim, the rudder or helm. 
Herd, to tend flocks, one who 

tends flocks. 
St*":* herring. 

moct pre- 



3 1 St of October. 

Hamely, homely, affable 

Han , or haun', hand. 

Hap, an outer garment, man- 
tle, phiid, &c. to wrap, to 
cover, to hap. 

Happcr, a hopper. 

i^r^^'an-'^K hop skin I ^T.""* V?^' » ^««» P» 
»»dleap "^"^' '^^^P •'^*P ^ff^^f I a hobble, to halt 

HarkU, hearkened. SS,V*^.f * 

Ham, very coarse linen. j^^'i^ 



l»eriy to plunder birds* 
nests. 

Herryment, plundering, de- 
vastation. 

Hersel, herself; also a herd 

ofcattle, ofanysort. 
Hee, hot. 

fifw^fe, a crag, a coal pit. 
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Hing, to hang. 

HirpUt to walk cnizUy, to 

creep. 
Uiasely so many cattle as one 

person can attend. 
HistU, (trv, cbapt, barren. 
HUckt, a loop, a knot. 
Mizzie, hnssy, a young girl. 
Hoddin, the motion of a sage 

countryman riding on a 

cart-borse; humble.* 
Hog-Kore, a kind of diittance 

line, in curling, drawn 

across the rink. 
Bog-shoulher, a kind of horse 

play,' by Jostling with the 

shoulder; tojnstle. 
HaU, outer skin or case, a 

nutshell, pease swade. 
ffoolie, slowly, leisurely. 
HooUe ! take leisure, stop. 
Hocrdf a hoard ; to hoard. 
HoardUy hoarded. 
jEBtynty a spoon made of horn. 
ITomie, one of the many 

names of tbe devil. 
Host, or hoase, to cough. 
Hostin, cougbing. 
Hosts, cougbs 
Hotch'd, turned topsy-turvey, 

blended, mixed. 
Houghmagandie, fornica> 
' tion. 

Houletf an owl. 
Housie, dimin. of house. 
Hove, to heave, to swell. . 
Hoo'd, heaved, swelled. 
Hoodie, a midwife. 
Howe, hollow, ». hollow or 

delL 
Hoaebaddt, sunk in the back, 

spoken of a borse, &;c. 
Hdaff, a landlady, a house of 

resort. 
Howk, to dig. 
Hoakit, digged. 
Howkin, digging. 



HowUt, an owl. 
Hoy, to urge. 
Hoy't, urged. 
Hoyse, a pull upwards. 
Hoyte, to amble craxily. 
Hughoc, dimin. of Hugh. 
Hurcheon, a hedgehog. 
Hurdies, the loins, the crup- 
per. 
Htuhion, cushion. 

I. 

/', in. 

icAcer, an ear of com* 
ler-oe, a great-grand-child. 
lik, or ilka, each, every. 
la-wiUie, ilKnatured, mali- 
cious, niggardly. 
Ingine, genius, ingenuity. 
Ingle, Are, fire-place. 
Ise, I shall or will. 
Ither, other, one another. 

J. 
JAD, jade ; also a familiar 

.term among countryfolks 

for a giddy young girl. 
Jauk, to dally, to trifle- 
Jaukin, trifling, dallying. 
Jaup, a jerk of water; to jerk 

as agitated water. 
Jaw, coarse raillery, to pour 

out. to shut, to jerk as 

water. 
Ji^ef, a jilt, a giddy girl. 
Jimp, to jump, slender in the 

waist, handsome. 
Jink, to dodge, to turn a 

corner, a sudden turning, 

a comer. 
Jinker, tbat turns quickly, a 

gay sprightly girl, a wag. 
Jinkin, dodging. 
Jirk, a jerk. 

Jocteleg, a kind of knife. 
Jouk, to stQopt to bow the 

head. 
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Jow, tojow, t verb wblcb In- 1 KitUe, to tickle, ticklisb, 
eludes both tbe swiBflBgl likely. 
mAtloD and pealing loand KUtlin, a young cat 



of a large beU. 
Jiundte^tojustle. 

K. 

KAE, a daw. 

Kail, colewort, a kind of 

brotb. 
KaU.rurU, the stem of cole- 
wort. 
Kain, fowls* &c. paid as rent 

by a ftrmer. 
Kebbuck, a cheese. 
Keek, a peep, to peep. 
KelpiUy a sort of mischievoas 
sptrits, said to haant fords 
and ferries at night, espe- 
cially in storms. 
JZen, to know ; kend or ktnn 

knew. 
Ktnnin, a small matter. 
KengpeckUy well known. 
Ket, matted, hairy, a fleece of 

wool. 
Kiaughf carking, anxiety. 
KiU^ to truss np the clothes. 
Kimmer, a yonng girl, a gos- 
sip. 
KM, kindred. 
Jrm',kind. 
Kintra, cooser, coantry stal 

lion. 
King'8-hood, a certain part of 

the entrails of an ox, See. 
Xintra, country. 
Kirn, the harvest supper, a 

chum. 
Kinen, to christen, or bap> 

tiae. 
JSu£, chest, a shop counter. 
Kitchen, any thing that eats 
with bread, to senre for 
soup, gravy, &c. 
£i<A, kindred. 



KiuttU, to cuddle. 

KitUtlin, cnddliug. 

&9a^ie, like knags, or points 
of roclis. 

Knegjpin, a hanuner, a ham- 
mer for breaking stones. 

JCnoive, a small round hillock. 

Knurl, dwarf. 

^fe, cows. 

^U, a district in Ajrrshire. 



1 Kyle, the belly. 
Ifythe, to discover, to 
oneself. 



shew 



L. 

LADDIE, dimin. of lad. 
Laggen, the angle between 
the side and bottom of a 
wooden dish. 
Lttigh, low. 
Lairing, wading, and sinking 

in snow, mud, &c. 
LaUh, loath. 

Laithi^', batthfhl, sheepish. 
Lallans, Scotish dialect. 
Lambit, dimln. of lamb. 
Lampit, a kind of shell-fish. 
IZan*, land, estate. 
{Lane, lone; my lane, thy 
lane, &;c. myself alone. 
Lonely, lonely. 
Lang, long ; to think long, to 

long, to weary. 
Lap, did leap. 
Love, the rest, the remainder, 

the others. 
Laverock, the lark. 
Lawin, shot, reckoning, bill. 
Lowlan, lowland. 
Lea*e, to leave. 
Ixal, loyal, true, Ihithftil. 
Lea-rig, grassy ridge. 
Lear, (pronoun; lare, team- 
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Lee-lang, live-loiif. 
LtuomCt pleasant. 
Xeese-me, a phraze of congn- 

talatory endearment; I am 

bappj In tbee, or proad of 

thee. 
Xeuter, a three-pronged dart 

for striking fish. 
Zeughf did langb. 
Jjeu/c, a look, to look. 
X»M6». gelded. 
Xi^, skj. 
lAghtly, sneeringly, to sneer 

at 
IaU, a ballad, a tone, to sing. 
Idmmer, a kept mistress, a 

•trumpet. 
Ijimp^t, limped, hobbled. 
JLinkf to trip along. 
ZiTikin, tripping. 
Xwm, a waterfall, precipice. 
ZdrU, flax; ttnt i' the beU, 

flax in flower. 
JJintmhite, a linnet. 
Loan, or loanin, the place of 

milking. 
Jjoqf, the palm of the hand. 
J^ooe, did let. 
Jjoooa, plural ijf loaf. 
Zoun, a fellow, a ragamnflin, 

a woman of easy virtue. 
Xotfp, Jump, leap. 
JUmc, a flame. 
JLowin^ flaming. 
ZiowrU, abbreviation qf Law- 
rence. 
Ltnoae, to loose. 
Jjhos^d, loosed. 
Jjugt the ear, a handle. 
LiMggetf having a bandle. 
Ijuggie, a small wooden 

with a handle. 
Zaun, the cbimne|r. 
Lunchf a large piece 

cheese, flesb, tec. 
Luntf a colnmn of smoke ; to 
smoke. 



Luntin, smoking. 
£yare, of a mixed i^lonr, 
grey. 



dish 



of 



BfAE, more. 
Mair, more. 
Maiat, most, almost. 
\B£autly, mostly. 
Afa/c, to make. 
Makirtf making. 
Mailen, farm. 
McUlie, Molly. 
Mangf among. 
Manse, tbe parsonage-honse, 

where tbe minister lives. 
Mantede, a mantle. 
Biark, marks. {This and se- 
veral other nouns zshich in 
English require <m s, to 
form the pUtralf are in 
Scotch, luce the words, 
sbeep, deer, the same in 
both numbers.) 
tiaras year, the year 1715. 
MiuMi£«i,me«<in,mlxed com. 
Mask, to mash, as malt, dec. 
MaskiTupat, a tea-pot. 
Maukin, a bare. 
Maun, mnst. 
Mavis, tbe thrush. 
Maw, to mow. 
Mamn, mowing. 
Meere, a mare. 
JlfeicA;^, much. 
Melanchotious, monrnftil. 
Melder, corn, or grain of any 
kind, sent to the mill to be 
ground. 
Sml, to meddle. Also a mah 
let for pounding barley In a 
stone trough. 
Melvie, to soil with meaL 
Men', to mend. 

IMense, good mniuien, de- 
comm. 
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Mentdeat, illhred, rnde, im. 

pudent. 
Matin, a simill dog. 
Midden, a danghiU. 
Midden-hoU, a gutter at tbe 

bottom of a dmighill. 



Nappy, ale, to be tipsy. 
NegUckU, neglected. 
Neebor, a aeighboor. 
Neuk, nook. 
Nieat, next. 
Nine, tbe flat. 



m#- : --—»«•»». xT»cvc, lue nsu 



Jftn , miud, remembrance. 
MiruVt, mind It, resolved, in. 

tending. 
Minnie, motber, dam. 
Mirk,mirke8t, dark, darkest. 
MiKa\ to abuse, to call 

names. 
Misca'd, abused. 
MisUar'd, miscbievous, un- 
mannerly. 
Misteuk, mistook. 
Mither, a mother. 
Mixtie-mcutie, confusedly 

mixed. 
Moistify, to moisten. 
Many, or niOTiie, many. 
Moop, to nibble as a sbeep. 
Moorlan, of or belonging to 
moors. 

Mom, tbe next day, to-mor- 
row. 

Mou, tbe mouth. 

Moudimort, a mole. 

MottsiCf dimin. of mouse. 

Muckle, or micMe, great, big, 
much. 

Muaie, dimiq; of muse. 

Mtislin^kaU, broth, composed 
simply of water, abeUed P^CiT, 



NW^f an exchange ; to ex. 

change, to barter. 
Niger, a negro. 
Nine-tealed-cat^ti bangman** 

whip. 
NU, a nut. 
Norland, of or belonging to 

tbe north. 
NoHe% noticed. 
Nowte, black catUe. 

0\ of. 

Ochels, name of monntains. 

O haUh, O faith ! an oath. 

Ony, or anie, any. . 

Or, is often used for ere, be- 
fore. 

OY,ofit. 

Ourie, shivering, drooping. 

Oursel, or oursels, ourselves. 

Outlers, cattle not bo sed. 

Omer, over, too. 

Otore hip, a way of fetching a 
blow with the hammer over 
the arm. 



barley, and greens. 
Mutchkin, au English pint. 
Myael, myself. - 



P. 

intimate. 



familiar ; 



NA\ no, not, nor. 
Nae, no, not aay. 
Naething, or naUhing, no- 

^«^. a horse. I ^..g 

JVime, uone. In ^' 

J^««4ff*^, proud, haughty. 



twelve stone of wool. 
Painch, panncb. 
Paitriek, a partridge. 
Pang, to cram. 
Parle, speech. 
Parritck, oatmeal pudding, 

a well-known^ Scotch dishu 
Pat, did put, a pol.- 
Pattle, or pettiCf a plough* 
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JPauky, or jMnchie, cnnniiis, 
sly. 

JPfly Y, paid, beat. 

Peek, to fetch the breath 
short, as in an asthma. 

J'ec^tfTi.tbecrop.the stomach. 

Peelin, peeling. 

JPetf adomestit^ted sheep.&c. 

J*Htle, to cherish ; a plough - 
staff. 

PhUibegs, short petticoats 
worn by the Hishlandmen. 

Phraise, fair speeches, flat- 
tery, to flatter. 

Phraisin^ flattery. 

PickU, a small quantity. 

Pint^ pain, uneasiness. 

Pitf to pot. 

PUMcady a public proclama- 
tion. 

Plackf an old Scotch coin, the 
third part of a Scotch pen- 
ny, twelve of which make 
an English penny. 

Plackless, pennyless, without 
money. 

Platie, dimin. of plate. 

Plew, or pteugh, a plough. 

Pliskie, a trick. 

Poind, to seize on cattle, or. 
take the goods, as the laws 
of Scotland allow for rent. 

PooriUh, poverty. 

PoUf to pull. 

Pouk, to pluck. 

Poussie, a hare, or eat. 

PotU, a poult, a chick. 

Pou% did pull. 

Pouthery, like powder. 

Porot the head, the skull. 

Poanie, a little horse. 

Powtfter, or potUher, powder. 

Preen, a pin. 

Prentf printing. 

PrU, to taste. 

Prie'd, tasted. 

Prief^ proof. 

Prig, to ch«apeB> to dispute. 



Priggin, cheapening. 

Prinuie, demure, precise. . 

Propone, to lay down, to pro- 
pose. 

ProvoMs, provosts. 

Pund, pound, pounds. 

Pyle, a pyle o' caff, a single 
grain of chaff. 

Q. 

QUAT,\o q\\\X. 
Quak, to quake. 
Quet/, a cow from one to two 
years old. 

R. 

RAG1VEED, herb ragwort. 

Raible, to rattle nonsense. 

Rear, to roar. 

Raize, to madden, to inflame. 

Ram-feczCd, fatigued, over- 
spread. 

Ram-stam, thoughtless, for- 
ward. 

Raploch, properly, a coarse 
cloth, biU used tu an ad- 
nounjbr coarse. 

Rarely, excellently.very well. 

Rash, a rush ; rasfi-biKSf a 
bush of rushes. 

Ration, a rat. 

Raucle, rash, stout, fearless. 

Raught, reached. 

RaxD, a row. 

Rax, to stretch. 

Rectm, cream ; to cream. 

Reamin, brimful, frothing. 

Reave, rove. 

Reck, to heed. 

R^le, counsel, to counsel. 

Rjed-xoaJt'Shod,Yf?i\km% inblood 
over the shoe- tops. 

Red-vmd, stark mad. 

Ree, half drunk, fuddled. 

Reek, smoke. 

Reekin, smoking. 

Reekie, smoked, smoky. 

Kemeadt remedy. 
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Requite, requited. 
RtH, to ttajid rettiTe. 
Beau, stood restive, stiuitcd. 

withered. 
Hettricked, restricted. 
Bea, repent. 
•^K^f reef, plenty. 
Si^ randies, sturdy bcfgars. 
Itigt tt ridge. 
Itin, to mo, to melt; rutdn, 

ronnlDK. 
Rink,the course of the stones, 

a term in curling on ice. 
Hip, a handful of unthreshed 

com. 
mskie, made a noise like the 

tearing of roots. 
Rocfdn, spinning on the rock, 

or dutaff. 
Bood, stands likewise for the 

plural roods. 
Boon, a shed. 

Bao8e,to piaise, to commend. 
Boun\ round, in the circle of 

neighbourhood. 
Bxmpet, hoarscas with a cold. 
Bmuhie, plentiful. 
Bow, to roll; to wrap. 
Bow't, rolled, wrapped. 
Botoee, to low, to bellow. 
Boatk, or routh, plenty. 
Bcwtin, lowing. 
R<Ksei, rosin. 
Bung, a cudgel. 
Bunkled, wrinkled. 
Bunt, the stem of colewort 

or cabbage. 
Buth, a woman's name ; the 

book so called ; sorrow. 

S. 
SAE, BO. 
'Sqft, soft. 

-Sair, to serve, a sore. 
fairly, or sairlie, sorely. 
Sair% served, 
^rk, a shirt. 
iiarkU, provided in shirts. 



Sough, the willow, 

Saul, soul. 

Saumont, salmon. 

Saura, a salau 

Sttut, salt. 

Sam, to sow. 

Sawin, sowing. 

•SSiur, six. 

ScaUh, to damage, to injure, 

injury. 
Scar, lo scar, a scar. 
Scaud, to scald. 
Scauld, to scold. 
Scaur, apt to be scared. 
Scawl, a scold. 
Scon, a kind of bread. 
ScoTtner, a loathing, to lollie. 
Scratch, to scream, as a hen, 

partridge, &c. 
'Screed, to tear, a rent 
Scrieve, to glide swiftly 

along. 
Scrieoin, gleesomely, awiflly. 
Scrinya, to scant 
Scrimpet, did scant, scanty. 
See'd, did see. 
Seizin, seising. 
Sel, self; a bodyH $el, one's 

self alone. 
SeWt, did seU. 
Sen*, to send. 
Sen't, J, be, or she MBt, or 

did send, send it 
Servan", servant. 
SeUlin, settling -, to get a set. 

tlin, to be frighted into 

quietness. 
Sets, sets qff, goes away. 
Shaird, a .slured. a shard. 
Shangan, a stick cleft at one 

end for putting the tail of 

a dog, &c. into, by way of 

mischief, or to frighten him 

away. 
Shaver, a hu morons wag, a 

barber. 
Sfiaw, to shew, a small wood 

in a hoUow place. 
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Sheen, bright, sliinhig. 
Shea^-sfumkf to think ovui'a 

aetk nae ihap^hank, to 

be conceited. 
Sherr4i-inoor, Sberrlff-moor, 

tbe famons battle fooght in 

the Rebellion, A. D. 1115. 
Shcugh, a ditch, a trench, a 

slalce. 
Shield a shed. 
SMU, sbrill. 
Shcg, a shock, a pnsh off at 

one side. 
Shoolf a shovel. 
Shoon, shoes. 
Shore, to offer, to threaten. 
Shord, offered. 
ShontheTt tbe shoulder. 
Sic, such. 
Sicker, sure, steady. 
SideUm, sidelong, slanting. 
SiUcr, silver, money. 
Simmer, sammer. 
^7?, a son. 
Sin\ since. 
Skaith, see Scaith. 
SkeUum, a worthless fellow. 
Skebp, to strike, to slap ; to 

walk with a smart tripping 

step ; a smart stroke. 
Skelpirlimmer, a technical 

term in female scolding. 
Skelpin, stapptn, walking. 
Skiegh, or akeigh, proud, 

nice, high mettled. 
Skinkiin, a small portion. 
SkirC^o shriek, to cry shrilly. 
JSkiriing, shrieking, crying. 
.SlfciW't, shrieked. 
tSkUnt, slant, to mu aslant, to 

deviate from truth. 
Sklented, ran, or hit, in an 

oblique direction. 
Skrcigh, a scream, to scream. 
Slav, sloe. 
aiade, did slide. 
Slap,2L gate, a breach in a 

fence. 



SUm, stow. 

sue, sly ; alettt, slyest. 

SUekU, sleek, sly. 

SMdery, slippery. 

Slype, to Dsll over, as a wet 
furrow from the plough. 

Slypet, fell. 

Sma*, small. 

Smeddum, dnst, powder, met- 
tle, sense. 

Smiddy, a smithy. 

Smoor, to smother. 

Smoor'd, smothered. 

<S/n«uMe,smntty,obscene,ngly. 

Smytrit, a numerous collec- 
tion of small individuals. 

Snapper, stumble. 

Sntttht abuse, Billingsgate. 

Snow, snow, to snow. 

SnaxD'hroo^ melted snow. 

Sn€mie, snowy. . 

Sneckf latch of a door. 

Sned, to lop, to cut off. 

Snetthin, snuff. 

Snceshin-miU, a snuff-box. 

Snell, bitter, biting. 

Snich'drawingtUi^ , contriv- 
ing. 

Snick, the latchet of a door. 

Snoot, one whose spirit is 
broken with oppressive sla. 
very ; to submit tamely ; to 
sneak. 

Snoove, to go smoothly and 
constantly, to sneak. 

Snowk, to scent or snuff, as a 
dog, horse, &c. 

Snotokit, scented, snuffed. 

Sonsie, having sweet eneaging 
looks, lucky, jolly. * 

Soom, to swim. 

Sooth, truth, a petty oath. 

Sough, a sigh,, a soimd dying 
oil the ear. 

Souple, flexible, swift. 

Souter, a shoemaker. 

Sowens, a dish made of oat- 
meal, the seeds of oatmeal 
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sowred, &c. boiled ap till 
they nUke an agreeable 
pudding. 
Smsp, a tpoonful, a small 
quantity of any tbing liquid. 
SotUh, to try over a tune witb 

a low whittle. 
SowtheTt Mldefi to solder, to 

cement. 
Amu, to prophesy, to divine. 
Spault a limb. 
i^MurgCf to dash, to soil, as 

with mire. 
Spamet, having the spavin. 
^^peat, or ^ote, a sweeping 
torrent, after rain or thaw. 
Speelt to climb. 
Spence, the country parlour. 
Apier, to ask, to inquire. 
Spicft, inquired. 
fatter, a splutter, to splut- 
ter. 
SpUughanf a totncco-pouch. 
SpUfrtf a frolic, a noise, riot 
SpratUe, to scramble. 
^jreckUd, spotted, speckled. 
ii^'ingt a quick air in music, 

a Scotish reel. 
Spritt a tough rooted plant, 

something like rushes. 
Sprittie, full of sprits. 
%runk, Are, mettle, wit. 
SpunfiiCf mettlesome, tiery ; 
wiU-o-witp, or ignisjiituus. 
SpurtUj a stick used iu 
making oatmeal pudding or 
porridge, a notable Scotch 
dish. 
Squ4»d, a crew, a party. 
Squatter, to flutter, in water, 

as a wild duck, &c. 
SqtuOtU, to sprawl, 
^uer^ a scream, a screech, 

to scream. 
Stftclier, to staaer. 
Stack, a rick of com, hay, &c. 
Maggie, the diminutive of 
stag. 



Stalmart, strong, stout. 
Steua\ to stand ; Han% did 

stand. 
Stone, a stone. 
Stank, did stink ; a pofA of 

standing water. 

&Mp, Stop. 

Stark, stout 

Startle, to run as cattle ttnng 

by the gadfly. 
Staumrel, a blockbead, half-' 

^020. did steal, to snrfeit 

Stech, to cram the bdly. 

Stcchin, cramming. 

Steek, to shut, a sticb. 

Steer, to motost, to stir. 

Steeve, Arm, compacted. 

SteU, a sUll. 

Sten, to rear as a horae. 

^en% reared. 

Stents, tribute, dues of any 
kind. 

Stey, steep ; steyst, steepest. 

StiAble, stnbi)le; tlMderig, 
the reaper in harvest who 
takes the lead. 

Stick an ttow, totally, alto- 
gether. 

Stile, a crutch; to balt» to 
limp. 

Stimpart, the eighth part of 
a Winchester bushel. 

S£ir/c, a cow or bullock n year 
old. 

Stock, a plant or root of cole- 
wort, cabbage, &c. 

St«ckin, stocking ; throning 
the $to<Jein\ wboi the bride 
and bridegroom are pot into 
bed, and tlie candle ont, the 
former throws a stocking at 
random among the compa- 
ny, and the person whom it 
strikes is tbe next that will 
he pnarried. 
^oo/cect, made np la ahocks 
as corn. 

\ 
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Sioor^mAing bollow^troDg, 

and bowse. 
»ot, an ox. 
SUfupt orstcmp, ft kind of Jag 

or diah witb a handle. 
Stoure, dnst, more petrticu- 

larlyt dust in motion. 
Stomlins, by stcaitb. 
.Stovn, stolen. 
StoyUt Btnmbie. 
StradCt did strike. 
atrac, straw ; to die a fidr 
strae death, to die in bed. 
Straikf did strike. 
StraikU, stroked. 
Strappan, tall and handsome. 
JStraitght, straight. 
jSireck, stretched, to stretch. 
Griddle, to straddle. 
JStroarit to spout, to piss. 
Struntf spirituoas liquor of 
any kind ; to walk sturdily. 
Studdie, an anvil. 
Stuntpie, dimln. of stump. 
^SKifif, com or pulse of any 

kind. 
Sturi, trouble ; to molest. 
JSiurtin, frighted. 
Sucker, sugar. 
jSud, should. 
j^ighfthe continued rnsbing 

noise of wind or water. 
Suthron, southern, an old 
name for the English nation. 
Smairdy sward. 
SmaWd, swelled. 
Awt/i*, stately, Jolly. 
J9ioankU, or twanker, a tight 
strapping young fellow or 
«irl. 
,SMij7, an exchange, to barter. 
Saaif, swoon. 
Swat, did sweat. 
Saatck, a sample. 
Snats, drink, goqdaU. 
SaeaUn, sweatinf; 

▼OL. II. 



Aveer, lazy, averse; dead* 

ameer, extremely averse. 
Swoor, swore, did swear. 
Swinge, to best, to whip. 
Smrl, a curve, an eddying 

blast, or pool, a knot la 

wood. 
SwirUe, knaggy, full of knots. 
Smith, get away. 
SnUher, to hesitate in choice, 

an irresolute wavering ia 

choice. 
Sjffte, since, ago, then. 

T. 
TACKETS, a kind of nails 
for driving into the heels of 
shoes. 
Toe, a toe ; tftree ta£d, hav- 
ing three prongs. 
Tairgt, target. 
ToA, to take; takvn, taking. 
TanAiMan, the name of a 

mountain. 
Tangle, a sea- weed. 
Tap, the top. 

Tapetlen, heedless, foolish. 
Tarram^ to murmur at one's 

allowance. 
Tamm^t, murmured. 
Tarry Ayreeki, a sailor. 
Taidd, or told, told. 
TttiapU, a foolish thoughtless 

young person. 
T^aOed, or taiuXie, matted to- 
gether; spoken of hair or 

wool. 
TaxoU, that allows itself 

peaceably to be handled; 

spoken of a horse, cow, &<u 
Ttaty a small quantity. 
Tedding, spreading after the 

mower. 
JtnJiours-bUe, a slight feed 

to the horses while in tbs 

yok^ in the IbrtnoM. 
X. 
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Tent, ft field pnlpif, taeftd can- \Tinkler, « tinker. 
tioD, Uke heed. pnt the gau, lost the way. 



Ttntie, heedful, cauUoos. 

Ttntleu, heedless. 

Tkiugh, tough. 

Jnackf tliatch; thack an 
'rapCf clothiug, necessaries. 

Vuie, these. 

Thairmst small guts, fiddle 
strings. 

ThankU, thanked. 

TTieekit, thatched. 

ThegUfi^, together. 

Thenuet, themselves. 

Thick, intimate, familiar. 

T^Ueceiesa, cold, dry, spited ; 
spoken of a person's de- 
meanour. 
T/uV, these. 
3%ir/, to thrill. 
Thirled, thrilled, vibrated. 
Thole, to suffer, to eiitture. 
Thowe^ a thaw, to tiiaw. 
Thowless, slack, lazy. 
Thrang, throng, a crowd. 
Thrapple, throat, windpipe. 
'J^raw, to sprain, to twist, to 

contradict. 
Thrawin, twisting, &c. 
Thrown, sprained, twisted, 

contradicted, contradiction. 



Tip, a ram. 

Tvppen^t, two'pence. • 

Tirl^ to make a slight iioiae, 

to uncuver. 
Tirlin, uncovering. 
TUher, tLe other. 
TiUU, to whisper. 
Tittlin, whispering. 
Tocher^ marriage portion. 
Tod, a fox. 

7bc{(f^tototter,like the walk 
of a child. 

Toddlin, tottering. 

ro<»n,' empty. 

Toop, a ram. 

Toun, a hamlet, a farm-boos^. 

Tota, the Mast of a bom or 
trumpet, to blow a born, 
ice. 

Tow, a rope. 

Towmond, a twelve-montb. 

TawzU, rough, shaggy. 

Toy, a very old fashion of fe- 
male bead-dress. 

Toylt, to tottle like old age. 

TransmugHSy'dXnmmvg'nXr. 

ed, metamorphosed. 
TrashtrU, trash. 
Trem, trot^sers. 



v'vutiauM.ivu, vuuuwiiciiun. M-TKum, irowsers. 
Threap, to maintain by dint TWcAse, full of tricks. 

of Buertinn 7V/<f anrn^^ »<».• 



of assertion. 

T^revMn, thrashing. 

Threteen, thirteen. 

ThrisUe, thistle. 

Tlirough, to go on with, to 
niake qut. 

Throuther, pellmeli, con- 
fusedly. 

Thud, to make a loud inter- 
.mittent noise. 

Thumpit, thumped. 

Thyself tbyself. 

TUl't, to ii. 

Timmer, timber. 

Tkac, to lose; tint. Lost 



Trig, spruce, neat. 

Trimly, excellently. 

Trow, to believe. 

Traath, truth,. a petty oath. 

r/:yjteoe. appointed; KOftrgsta, 

to make an appointment. 
I>y*,tryed. 
Tug, raw hide, of which in 

old times ploagb>.trace« 

were frequently made. 
Tulzit, a quarrel : to quarrel. 

to fight. ' 

Twa, two. 
Twa4hree, a few. 
Twady it woald. 
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Twalf twelve ; twal-pennie 
tportht a smail quantity, a 
penny-worth. 
N. B. One penny English 
is Vid. Scotch, 
Ttein^ to part. 
Tj/ke, a dog. 

U. 
UNCO, strange, ancoutb,very, 

very great, prodigious. 
Uncos, news. 
Unkenn'd, unknown. 
Umicker, unsure, unsteady. 
Unskaith'd, undamaged, un- 

bnrt. 
Umoeeting, nnwotting, on- 

knowingly. 
Upo\ upon. 
Urchin, a hedge-hog. 

V. 

^.IP'JZZiV; vapouring. 
yierttf very. 

fairly a ring round a column. 
Sec. 

w 

fVA\ wall ; ««>, walls. 

IVabsCer, a weaver. 

JVad, woBld, to bet, a bet, a 
pledge. 

Wadna, would not. 

JVaCt woe, sorrowful. 

JVaesucks ! or waes mc ! alas .' 
O theplty! 

Waft, the cross thread that 
goes fVooi the shuttle thro' 
the web ; woof. 

Waifu\ wailing. 

Wair, to lay out, to expend. 

Wale, choice, tocboose. 

WcU'd, chose, chosen. 

WeUie, ample, large, Jolly; 
also an interfection of dis- 
tress. 

Wame, the belly. 

Wam^\ a belly-full. 



Wanchansie, nnlocky. 

fVanerestfii', restless. 

IVark, work. 

tVarh-lume, a tool to work 
with. 

IVarl, or world, world. 

IVarlock, a wizzard. 

Warlt/, worldly, eager on 
amassing wealth. 

Warnai, a warrant, to war- 
rant. 

IVarst, worst. 

IVarM'd, or toanl'd, vrreaU 
led. 

Wastrie, prodigality. 

Wat, wet ; I mat, I toot, I 
know. 

JVater-brose, brose made of 
meal and water simply, 
without the additions of 
milk, butter, 6cc. 

WttttU, a twig, a wand. 

Watible, to swing, to reel. 

Wattght, draught. 

M^attAi^ thickened .as fullers 

do cloth. 
Wattkr^, not apt to sleep. 
^at<r, worse, to worst. 
fVaur't, worsted. 
Wean, or weanie, a child. 
Wearie, or loear^ ; many a 

roearie body, many a ditfer- 

eut person. 
Weason, weasand. 
Weaving the stocking. See 

Throwingthestbcking, page 

I4(f. 

Wee, little ; \o€e things, little 
ones; wee bU, a small 
matter. 

Wea, well; fsee^are, wel- 
fiire. 

Weet, rain, wetness. 

Weird, fste. 

We'se, we shall. 

Wha, who. 

WhaizUf to wheeze. 

WhalpUt whelped. 
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Whang, a IMkf ni ttrtag, a 
piece of cheese, bread, &c. 
to giTe the strepiMdo. 

Whare, where ; Whatecr, 
wherever. 

If Aeep,to fly nlmhljr, to Jerk ; 
pamy-mhoBp, tmall-beer. 

Wheat, whuee. 

Whatrtck, nevertheless. 

Whid, the motion of a hare, 
mnolnf but not flrighted, 
a lie. 

Wkidden, roaning as a hare 
or coney. 

WhigmtUerietp whims, Ihn- 
cies, crotcliets. 

I^lungifif crying, complain- 
ing, Avtting. 

Whirtigigunu, useless orna- 
ments, tri&lagappeodagCB. 

WhiatU, a whistle, to whistle. 

Whuht, silence ; to hold one*s 
whiaht, to be silent. 

Whisk, to sweep, to luh. 

Whiskit, lashed. 

Whitter, a hearty draught of 
liquor. 

Whurutane, a whinstone. 

Whylci, whiles, sometimes. 

we, with. 

Wick, to strike a stone in an 
oblique direction, a term in 
curling. 

Wicker, willow (the smaller 
sort). 

Wiel, a small whirlpool. 

9Ft4e,a diminutive or endear- 
ing tenn for wtfe. 

Wimple, to meander. 

Witnpl't, meandered. 

Win^n, waving, meander- 
ing. 

Win, to win, to winnow. 

Win't, winded, as a bottom of 
yam. 

Win\ wind : vin'a, winds. 

Winna, will not. 

Wirmock, a Window. 



Winmmte, hearty, vaunted, 

WintU, a staggering motkm ; 
to stagger, to recL 

Winze, an oath. 

Wise, to wish. 

Wiihtmtten, without. 

Wizen'd, hide-bound, dried, 
shrunk. 

Wonntr, a wonder, a con- 
temptuous appellation. 

Wong, dwells. 

Woo*, wool. 

Woo, to court, to make love 
to. 

Woodie, a rope, more pro- 
perly one made of withs or 
willows. 

Wooer-bab,tbe garter knotted 
below the knee with a 
couple of loops. 

Wordy, worthy. 

Wonet, worsted. 

Wou, an eaclam^tioa of plea- 
sure or wonder. 

Wrti^, to tease, to vex. 

Wraith, a spirit, a ghost : an 
appajitlon eiactly like a 
living person, whose ap- 
pearance is said lu fore^ 
bode the person*8approach- 
ing death. 

Wrong, wrong, to wrong. 

Wreeih, a drifted heap «r 
snow. 

Wud-madf distracted. 

WumUe, a wimUe. 

WyU, beguile. 

WyHecoat, a ilaunel vest 

Wyte, bfaume, to blame. 

Y. 

YE J this pronoun is Jix- 
quently uaedfor thou. 

Yeanw, longs much. 

Yearlings, bom in the tame 
year, coevals. 
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yattr, is uMd hath for siaf^^- 

lor and phtral years. 
TeU, barren, that gives no 

milk. 
Terk, to UiAfioittk. 
TerkU, Jerked, iasbed. 
Yutreen^ yestemiglit. 
Tbu, a gate,sach as is usnalljr 

at the entrance into t fttrm- 

yard or field. 



YiU, ale. 
Yirdt earth. 
Yokin, yoklnc, tbont. 
Yont, lieyond. 
YounUf yoarself. 
Yoae^ an ewe. 
Yowit, dimin. of yove 
YuU, Christmas. 
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